OLD MONEY 
WANTED 


We Fay Tue Worso's Hicnesr Peices 


DON CORRADO ROMANO 
FOUNDER or, UP 5 
COIN SHOP  Estab.1927 a 


PAID FOR OLD MONEY! 


There may be a valuable coin in the very change you have in your pocket now! There are many rare 
coins in circulation today for which I will pay up to $5,000.00 apiece! Do you know what to look for? 
Perhaps you have a fortune hidden away in an old trunk without knowing it! Keep posted on coin 
values and recognize your chance for profit when it comes along! Don’t sell your coins, encased 
postage stamps, or paper money to any other dealer until you have first seen the prices that we 


will pay for them. 

$2,000 FOR ONE LARGE COPPER CENT! 
We will pay for 1909 Cents-up_to $10.00 each—1860 Cents, $50.00—Cents of 1861, 1864, 1865, 1869, 1870, 1881, 1890. $20.00 
each—Half Cents, $250.00 — Large Copper Cents, $2000.00 — Flying Eagle Cents, $20.00 — Half Dimes, $150.00 — 20c 
Pieces, $100.00—25c before 1873, $300.00—50c before 1879, $750.00—Silver Dollars before 1874, $9500.00— Trade Dollars, 
$250.00—Gold Dollars, $1000.00—$2.50 Gold Pieces before 1876, $600.00—$3 Gold Pieces, $1000.00—$5 Gold Pieces before 
E O0. OD BN Gold Pieces before 1908, $150.00—Commemorative Half Dollars, $6.00 — Commemorative Gold Coins, 


PAPER MONEY—Ffractional Currency $26.00. Confederate Bills $15.00. Encased Postage Stamps $192.00. 
FOREIGN COINS—Certain Copper or Silver Coins $15.00. Gold Coins $150.00, ete. 


$395 $120 


was paid to 


was paid to was paid to 
B. P. Nicklin of Tennessee! 


Mr. Morse of Massachusetts! B. T. Connor of Massachusetts! 


Hundreds of others, too numerous to mention, have received large sums! 


GET POSTED! SEND NOW FOR PRICE LIST! 


I will send you an illustrated listing of rare coins and bills for only 10c! The information you gain may be 
worth a small fortune to you. Coins pass through your hands every day—some of them may be valuable, 
Learn how to know them before you let a big opportunity slip through your fingers! Don’t WAIT] 


Send Dime Today for large illustrated list before sending coins. 
Address your envelope to: 


ROMANO’S COIN SHOP 


Dept. 570 Springfield, Mass. 
Sa, CUT FILL OUT AND MAIL TODAY ? 


70x23) 8 ROMANO'S COIN SHOP, Dept.570 
à Springfield, Mass. 


Gentlemen: Please send me your large illustrated list 
for which I enclose 10c in cash carefully wrapped. 
(PLEASE PRINT PLAINLY) 


NAME 
ADDRESS 
CITY. STATE. . X 
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RALPH DAIGH 
Editor 


NEXT MONTH 


Many treats in store for you next 
month. Heading the list is the com- 
plete fiction story of Joan Crawford’s 
new picture, The Gorgeous Hussy. 
She will be starred with Robert Taylor. 
Loretta Young’s new picture with the 
same leading man was held up this 
issue. It is Private Number, and you 
can read it next month. Also, Stage 
Struck with Dick Powell and Joan 
Blondell; Bullets and Ballots with Ed- 
ward G. Robinson and Half Angel with 
Frances Dee. That isn't all, but it's 
enough to give you the idea you can't 
afford to miss the July issue, on sale 
June 10. 


ROMANTIC 


Vol. VI 


New Films in Story Form 
THE PRINCESS COMES ACROSS Carole Lombard, Fred MacMurray 12 


Princess she claimed to be, but Olga couldn't say "no" to the hand- 
some stranger whose nearness made her heart do a royal shimmy. 

UNDER TWO FLAGS—Claudette Copa Ronald Colman, 

Victor McLaglen - - - 16 

A botile of champagne S a leg was the bet, ane ib. dic fate 
of armies hung in the balance two played at love on the desert. 

THE EX-MRS. BRADFORD— William Powell, Jean Arthur - - - - I8 
When a man's ex-wife won't stay divorced and comes back hugging 

is smoking jacket, there's only one thing to do— 

THE UNGUARDED HOUR—Loretta Young, Franchot Tone - - - 21 

Do all great loves have an unguarded hour, when circumstances point 

a scorntul finger to damn a man or woman as unfaithful? 

THE LAW IN HER HANDS—Margaret Lindsay, Warren Hull, 

Glenda Farrell - - 24 
Her profession or = Deen s eral Mary Tem i M. be- 
ween them and to choose one meant she would lose the other. 

THE GIRL FROM MANDALAY—Conrad Nagel, Kay Linaker - - - 28 
+ didn't bother Jeanie that she had been picked from love's bargain 
counter. John had married her. Nothing else mattered. 


Star Photo 


JEAN ARTHUR'S PHOTO FOR YOU - - - - - - - - 5 


Here's your opportunity to secure a picture of the beautiful girl who 
starred opposite Gary Cooper in "Mr. Deeds Goes to Town." 


Special Features 


GOSSIP GLIMPSES CONCI MU MM MEETS one us copo sese 
JEAN HARLOW (portrait) - - - - - - - = = = I 
NEW. BEACH TOGS E es. 0l v. i ey 
BEAUTY FOR YOU S. cc ccc Reena eae 
LETS GO HOLYWOOD 2 -- <=) = 50 =e eee 40 
PICKING THE PICTURES (review quide)- - 9. 2 = = - - 74 
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Tabloid Tips 
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JEAN ARTHUR'S 
PHOTO FOR YOU 


SN’T she lovely? 
boasts few girls as 
charming as Jean Arthur, 
Gary Cooper in Columbia’s so s 

picture, Mr. Deeds Goes to Town. 

By special arrangement we have made 
it possible for you to own an artistic 
eight-inch by ten-inch glo: photograph 
of this star. Simply state your request 
for a photograph, enclose ten cents in 
stamps or coins to cover cost of pos- 
tage and handling, and send your letter 
to Jean Arthur Picture Editor, Romantic 
Movie Stories, 1501 Broadway, New 
York, N. Y. Be sure your address is 
legible and that coins or stamps are se- 
cure in the envelope. This offer closes 
June 15, 1936. Watch this magazine next 
month for an opportunity to get an ex- 
clusive photograph of another star. 

Jean partly because of the enormous 
success of Mr. Deeds Goes to Town, is one 
of the stars most eagerly sought by rival 
producers today. Soon you will see her 
newest picture, The Ex-Mrs. Bradford, in 
which she appears with William Powell. 
Columbia is planning to star her in a 
variety of important productions imme- 
diately—and thus, a talented actress who 
ence was delegated to second leads in 
unimportant pictures, even custard pie 
comedies and bang-bang westerns, has 
become a sensational su because the 
part she played opposite Gary Cooper 
gave full opportunity to her ability. 

Jean v i mere high school girl when 
the movies first beckoned. A talent scout 
saw her face in advertisements, Jean hav- 
ing posed for photographers and such 
artists as Howard Chandler Christy. 

Small parts were hers, one after the 
other—some of them only one-reel fea- 
tures. The produce she realized, did 
not believe she was developing fast 
enough. Finally, in despair of the parts 
given her, Jean quit the movies cold, 
came to New York and appeared in stage 
productions. 


Indeed, Hollywood 
beautiful and 
ar with 


New York was wild about her and 
Hollywood decided they wanted her 
again. This time she signed a contract 


with Columbia, but the lightning that blasted 
her to stardom at the very top of the movie 
firmament didn't strike until she got her big 
chance opposite Gary Cooper in Mr. Deeds 


Goes to Town. 
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She WdS SO 


Hers is the lovelier way to avoid 
offending ... She bathes with fra- 
grant Cashmere Bouquet Soap! 


So alluring . . . your fragrant dainti- 
ness when you bathe with this lovely 
scented soap! 

And how completely safe you are 
from any fear of offending! For Cash- 
mere Bouquet’s rich, luxurious lather 
goes down into every pore . . . washes 
away so thoroughly every trace and 
cause of unpleasant body odor! 

Then Cashmere Bouquet’s subtle, 
costly perfume lingers glamorously . . . 
Hours after you’ve stepped from your 
bath, it still whispers lovely things 
about you. 

You will want to use this pure, 
creamy-white soap for your complex- 
ion too. Its generous lather is so gentle 


BATHE WITH 


(Lhunre fo 


THE LOVELIER WAY 


PrEAsE Mention Rom: 


S, 


and caressing. Yet it removes every 
trace of dirt and cosmetics; leaves your 
skin radiantly clear, alluringly smooth. 
Cashmere Bouquet now costs only 
10¢! The same long-lasting soap which 
for generations has been 25¢. The 
same size cake; scented with the same 
delicate blend of 17 rare perfumes. 
Cashmere Bouquet is sold at all drug, 
department and 10¢ stores. 


now onty [O* the former 25¢ size 


TO AVOID OFFENDING 


NTIC Movie STORIES 


m 


NO 
PICTURE! 


Impossible to print a picture that 
N would make its point and still stay 
-> 


within the bounds of good taste 


ke 


E'D LIKE to take some person who had 

just taken a harsh, over-acting cathartic 
...and turn on the X-ray camera. We'd like 
to show you just what happens within you 
when you take so drastic a purge. 

If you could see a picture like that, you 
wouldn't be likely to take such medicine again. 
You'd be super-careful to take only a laxative 
that is correctly timed. A laxative like Ex-Lax. 


WHY HARSH CATHARTICS ARE 
BAD FOR YOU 


When you take a cathartic that over-acts, it 
throws your entire system out of rhythm. It 
hurries unassimilated food through your body, 
causing violent muscular action in your ali- 
mentary tract. You have pains and griping. 
You feel weak afterwards... all worn out! 

Authorities agree that strong purgatives 
and cathartics should never be taken except 
upon the advice of a physician. 


WHY CORRECT TIMING IS VITAL 


Now, what happens when you take a correctly 
timed laxative like Ex-Lax? 

Well, except for the relief you get, you 
hardly know you’ve even had a laxative. You 
take a little Ex-Lax tablet, preferably at night. 
It tastes just like delicious chocolate. It works 
easily and gently, taking 6 to 8 hours to be 
effective! No stomach pains! No distress or 
nausea! No unpleasant after-taste. 


30 YEARS’ PROOF 


For over 30 years, Ex-Lax has been the ap- 
proved family laxative. More people use it 
than any other laxative in the world. You can 
count on it for mildness, effectiveness and cor- 
rect timing. A box costs only 10c at any drug 
store. Or 25c for the economical, family size. 


faa: EX-LAX AT OUR EXPENSE! ars | 
(Paste this on a penny postcard) 


l Ex-Lax, Inc., P. O. Box 170 F.G.66 | 
| tin aza Station, Brooklyn, N l 
| 1 want to try Ex-Lax. Pleas I 
loni l 

Name. l 
Address | 
] City l 
aa rean Caneda weitere EASE, Mont l 
ee ee M EE I E 
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And now 


HE Ho-Hum Department: 
comes "the amber Blonde” in the person 


of Alice Faye. It all happened when the 
studio decided to change the color of Alice’s 
hair in her latest picture, and had a wig 
made for her. Alice became so intrigued 
with the effect she decided to have her own 
hair dyed the same color. 


NV SEN Norma Shearer met Gladys 
Swarthout at a party recently for 
the first time, her greeting was: “I’m so 
glad to meet you, but I feel that I owe 
you an apology.” 

“What on earth for?” replied the gra- 
cious Gladys. 

“For copying your hair-dress for my 
róle as Juliet," was Norma's unexpected 
reply. 


ND over on the 20th Century-Fox lot, 

Gloria Stuart has gone too, too grand. 

The studio recently had her installed in 

a brand new dressing room, beautifully and 

painstakingly decorated. But Gloria, it was 

learned, refused to occupy the room, saying 
she didn't feel at home there. 


More than two hundred Hollywood 
élite attended the Tone's reception for 
Leopold Stokowski, conductor of the 
Philadelphia Philharmonic. Left to right 
are James Stewart, Franchot Tone, Joan 
Crawford, Stokowski and Henry Fonda 


So a bevy of workmen are doing over the 
place to suit madame. 


TU a real romance, they tell me, be- 
tween Anita Louise and Ross Alex- 
ander. Although Anita insists she isn't 
interested in anyone, Ross makes no se- 
cret of his feelings in the matter. He even 
went so far as to accompany Anita to a 
harp recital the other evening, of all 
things, just because Anita happens to like 
angel music. 


ARER weeks of argument with Para- 
mount officials Marlene Dietrich finally 
received permission to leave Hollywood and 
I Loved a Soldier to keep her date with 
Alexander Korda in England. The one thing 
that has Marlene upset, however, is her sum- 
mer wardrobe. Travis Banton, Paramount 


ADVERTISEMENTS, PLEASE 


Mention Romantic Movis 


Snapped on the set of San Francisco, Spencer Tracy and Clark Gable have a cup 
of tea after experiencing the earthquake which is part of the new picture 


STORIES 


News-views of Hollywood 


Notables Not.On Parade 


designer, who has created her personal ward- 
robe, has been too busy to whip up the star’s 
new gowns before she leaves. So Marlene 
will stop in Paris to make the necessary 
purchases there. 

It is said Paramount is out thousands of 
dollars because Marlene walked out on / 
Loved a Soldier after production started— 
and we are out the fiction story, which we 
had planned for this issue. 


ques a choice morsel about a 
popular star who simply can't give 
her best to the screen unless she feels her 
leading man is really overpowered by her 
feminine charms. However, the knowl- 
edge seems to have gotten around among 
the more prominent screen heroes, and 
her past two leading men, deliberately 
failed to respond in the usual manner. 
So-o-o, the new young star who played 
with her in her last opus was advised to 
give her the business. He did, and she 
was very happy. The picture in the mak- 
ing was a howling success. 


"You've got me in the palm of your 

hand-le bars," Warren Hull tells Alma 

Lloyd. Currently they are appearing 
in Big Business for Warner Bros. 


OAN CRAWFORD is as excited as a 

kid over the costumes in her very first 
period picture, Parnell. It's the story of an 
Irish lass named Katie, Joan is to portray, 
and she's simply agog at being able to ex- 
change her ultra-modern clothes for the 
raiment of an Irish Colleen. 


M AUREEN O'SULLIVAN is proud 
as punch these days over her new 
car and her very first driver's license. 
Maureen, it seems, has never had to drive 
her own car and what's more, wasn't 
even interested. But now it's a different 
story. She's experiencing the biggest thrill 


THE ANSWER IS THAT 7 OUT OF 1O BRUNETTES 
USE THE WRONG SHADE OF FACE POWDER! 


E Calle 


If there's one thing women fool themselves about, 
it's face powder shades. 

Many women select face powder tints on the 
wrong basis altogether. They try to get a face 
powder that simply matches their type instead of 
one that enhances or flatters it. 

Any actress will tell you that certain stage lights 
can make you look older or younger. The same 
holds true for face powder shades. One shade can 
make you look ten to twenty years older while 
another can make you look years younger. 

It's a common saying that brunettes look older 
than blondes. There is no truth in it. The reason 
for the statement is that many brunettes make a 
mistake in the shade of the face powder they use. 
"They simply choose a brunette face powder shade 
or one that merely matches their type instead of 
one that goes with the tone of their skin. A girl may 
be a brunette and still have an olive or white skin. 


One of Five Shades is the 
Right Shade! 


Colorists will tell you that the idea of numberless 
shades of face powder is all wrong. They 
will tell you that only five shades are neces- 
sary and that one of these shades will flatter 
your tone of skin. 

I have proved this principle. I know that 
five shades will suffice. Therefore, I make 
Lady Esther Face Powder in only five shades. 


One of these five shades, I know, will prove Name. 
just the right shade for you. It will prove 
your most becoming and flattering. Address. 
I want you to find out if you are using the 
= City. State. 3 
DEE map a oraaa 


right shade of face powder for your skin. I want 
you to find out if the shade you are using is making 
you look older or younger. 


One Way fo Tell! 


There is only one way to find out and this is to try 
all five shades of Lady Esther Face Powder — and 
that is what I want you to do at my expense. 

One of these shades, you will find, will instantly 
prove the right shade for you. One will immedi- 
ately make you look years younger. You won't have 
to be told that. Your mirror will cry it aloud to you. 

Write today for all the five shades of Lady Esther 
Face Powder that I offer free of charge and obliga- 
tion. Make the shade test before your mirror. 
Notice how instantly the right shade tells itself. 
Mark, too, how soft and smooth my face powder is; 
also, how long it clings. 


Mail Coupon 


One test will reveal that Lady Esther Face Powder 
is a unique face powder, unparalleled by anything 
in face powders you have ever known. 

Mail the coupon or a letter today for the free sup- 
ply of all five shades that I offer: I will also send you 
a 7-days’ supply of my Four-Purpose Face Cream. 


(You can paste this on a ponny postoard.) 3) 
Lady Esther, 2030 Ridge Ave., Evanston, Ill. 
Please send me by return mail a liberal supply of all five 


shades of Lady Esther Face Powder; also a 7-days' supply of 
your Lady Esther Four-Purpose Face Cream. 
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A NEW POLIS 
FAR SUPERIO 
ALL OLD-STYL 
FORMULAS 


The most important news 
in years, for lovely hands 


H ERE issuch anail polishas you've dreamed 
of wearing! The new Glazo, with its 
remarkable new formula, attains a beauty of 
sheen and color far beyond the realm of pol- 
ishes of the past. Every longed-for virtue of 
nail polish perfection reaches its zenith in 
Glazo's new creation. 

You've never seen a polish so rich in lustre 
-..s0 long and perfect in wear. Chipping 
and peeling are gone—and—forgotten woes. 
Glazo's exclusive, fashion-approved shades 
retain their full beauty for several extra days. 

Streaking becomes a lost word, for new 
Glazo floats onto every finger with perfect 
evenness of color. Evaporation has been so 
amazingly reduced that the polish is usable 
down to the last drop. 

For even a day, don't deny your fingertips 
the luxury of this new Glazo. Just 20 cents. 
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CCOSSID CHE IMPSES 


of her life on being able to pilot her own 
car around town. In fact, she can hardly 
wait to get up in the morning so she can 
go for a spin. 


T’S a far cry from dancing on the back 

of a bull to instructing the current Juliet 
in her ballroom dancing. But that’s what 
happened to Agnes DeMille, niece of the 
famous C. B. DeMille. The last time she 
came to Hollywood, she left in a huff be- 
cause her famous uncle insisted she dance 
atop a gilded bull. But she’s back again, 
engaged in the more pleasant task of in- 
structing Norma Shearer to trip the light 
fantastic. 


AND the rumors are still going 'round 
and 'round about Joan Blondell and 
Dick Powell. Joan has recently moved 
out to Toluca Lake, just around the cor- 
ner from Dick's home. She is also sport- 
ing a new car, the same make as Dick's. 
So there's no telling what may happen 
when her divorce is final come next 
August. 


IRGINIA BRUCE has become so ter- 
fied at all the recent kidnap threats 
against her small daughter, she's up and 
moved to a new house. And its location is a 
deep, dark secret. 


HE latest gentleman farmer appears 

to be Spencer Tracy. He recently 
built himself a house on an eight-acre plot 
cut in the San Fernando Valley. But that 
wasn't big enough to fit in with his plan 
to raise his own garden and still afford 
room for his polo ponies. So he's taken 
over an additional eight acres, where he 
plans to lay out a polo field just for him- 
self and the missus. 


LARK GABLE’S most prized possession 

is the old Ford which Carole Lombard 
presented him with on Valentine Day. He 
keeps it close by his studio dressing room, 
just for a laugh. And people are constantly 
decorating it with new gadgets. The most 
recent addition is an electric fan, and every- 
one is wondering what for. 


“I'll have to use your pencil" Dick 
Powell admits when the theatre usher 
requests his autograph 


(5s of the most amusing stories of 
the month, to my.mind, is the one 
about the series of title changes on Co- 
lumbia's pictures, starring Gary Cooper, 
originally called Opera Hat. Opera Hat, 
the officials decided, was not a very good 
title. So they hit on A Gentleman Comes 
to Town. Just about this time, Metro 
kicked up its heels in no uncertain fashion. 
Didn't Columbia know, they asked, that 
they were producing a film called A Lady 
Comes to Town, and that it would con- 
flict no end with Columbia’s selection? 
The controversy went on for some time. 
Finally, Metro suggested a compromise. 
If Columbia would lay off A Gentleman 
Comes to Town, Metro would gladly 
give them one of their old titles which 
had been knocking around the studio. 
They could, Metro offered, have the title 
The Cinderella Man, and what, they 


—Rhodes Photo 


Who is it? Why, Douglas Montgomery and Glenda Farrell, caught enjoying 


an informal vacation in a Los Angeles park 


Movrg STORIES 


So Mercutio says to Romeo, "Listen, 
old boy." John Barrymore is the 
Mercutio, Leslie Howard, Romeo. 


Snapped between takes on M-G-M's 
Romeo and Juliet 


asked, could be a nicer title for the Gary 
Cooper picture? So Columbia announced 
to the very-much-confused press that the 
title had definitely been changed to The 
Cinderella Man. But that wasn’t the end. 
Come to find out Metro didn’t own the 
title at all. So-o-o the picture, at least at 
this writing, will now come out under the 
tide Mr. Deeds Comes to Town, if any- 
one still cares, 


HE last word in hospitality was dis- 

played by Sylvia Sidney recently when 
she moved from her comfortable Holly- 
wood apartment to a large house to ac- 
commodate her best friend visiting her from 
Chicago. Upon her guest’s departure, she 
moved bag and baggage back to the apart- 
ment. 


EEMED as though Claudette Colbert 

never would get off to New York on 
her recent vacation trip. First, she was 
taken ill with a bad cold just a few days 
before she was to leave. Then, just as 
she was getting on the train, hubby Jack 
Pressman was unfortunate enough to 
catch his finger in the car door. So la 
Colbert and party descended from the 
Chief at Pasadena because Claudette felt 
she would be uneasy the whole time, wor- 
rying about the accident. Arriving at 
home, she found Jack’s wound was noth- 
ing at all serious and she might just as 
well have gone on. Then, when an attempt 
was made to get reservations the next 
evening, there were none to be had. With 
all her trunks on their way to New York, 
Claudette was obliged to wait four days 
before she could actually get under way. 


ELL, it’s a fine thing! Hollywood 

ex-husbands and ex-wives don’t have 
enough difficul what with bumping into 
one another practically everywhere they go, 
but now Hollywood producers have con- 
ceived the brilliant idea of having them 
work together as well. It will be interesting 
to see what develops, in the next month or 
so, in the cases of Margaret Sullavan, who 
has been seen everywhere with ex-husband 
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SUMMER is the ideal time to REDUCE! 


Reduce f 
your WAIST | 
THREE INCHES 


“Why Jean! What a 
gorgeous figure, how did 
you get so thin 2" 


7| really felt better 
back no longer abel, 
and | had a new feeling 
of energy“. 


“The massage-like action did 


it .. the fat seemed to have 
melted away”. 


You © 


an TEST the 


(IN TEN DAYS 


with the 
w PERFOLASTIC GIRDLE 
or it won't cost 
you one cent! 


10 days, by 
measurement, 
3 INCHES 


"They actually 
allowed me 

the Perfolas 

10 days on 


“Jean, that'swonderful, 
for my girdle 


| PERFOLASTIC GIRDLE and BRASSIERE 
For 10 DAYS at our expense! 


WW. WANT YOU to try the 


Perfolastic Girdle and Uplift Bras- 
siere. Test them for yourself for 10 
days absolutely FREE. Then, if you 
have not reduced at least 3 inches 
around waist and hips, they will cost 
you nothing! 


THE MASSAGE-LIKE ACTION 
REDUCES QUICKLY, EASILY and 
SAFELY 
Œ The massage-like action of these 
famous Perfolastic Reducing Gar- 
ments takes the place of months of 
tiring exercises. It removes surplus 
fat and stimulates the body once 

more into energetic health. 


KEEPS BODY COOL AND FRESH 
EP The ventilating perforations al- 
low the skin pores to breathe nor- 
mally. The inner surface of the 
Perfolastic is a delightfully soft, 
satinized fabric, especially designed 
to wear next to the body. It does 
away with all irritation, chafing and 
discomfort, keeping your body cool 


Mention Romanvic Movig 


and fresh at all times. A special ad- 
justable back allows for perfect fit 
as inches disappear. 


Wi The Perfolastic Girdle and Brassiere 
knead away the fat at only those places 
where you want to reduce, in order to 
regain your youthful slimness. Beware of 
reducing agents that take the weight off 
the entire body ... for a scrawny neck and 
face are as unattractive as a too-fat figure. 


SEND FOR 10-DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER 
B6 You can prove to yourself quickly and 
definitely whether or not this very efficient 
girdle and brassiere will reduce you. You 
do not need to risk one penny ... try them 
for 10 days... at our expense! 

Don't wait any longer . . . act today! 
— eo 
PERFOLASTIC, Inc. 

41 East 42nd St., Dept. 76, NEW YORK, N. Y. 


Without obligation on my part, please send me 
FREE booklet describing and illustrating the new 
Perfolastic Girdle and Brassiere, also sample of 
perforated rubber and particulars of your 


10-DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER! 
Name 


Address ....... 


City 2 State 
Wl Use Coupon or send Name and Address on Post Card, 


j€—————M—— 
STORIES 9 


Rosita Moreno 
in “House or A 
TTHovsAND CANDLES," 
a RrPusLIC PicrURE 


ATTRACTIVE, 


EN find her “doubly attractive" since 
she learned the secret of lovely, fas- 
cinating eyes. And it's the same story over 
and over again whenever a girl first learns 
how easy it is to have long, lovely lashes. 


You, too, can have that fascinating love- 
liness that invites romance, if you bring 
out the natural beauty and charm of your 
eyes with Winx Mascara. It works won- 
ders. Just a touch of Winx to your lashes 
and instantly they appear darker, longer 
and more lustrous . . . your eyes sparkle 
...your whole appearance seems improved. 


Try Winx today and see for yourself why 
so many smart, well-groomed women use 
Wixx regularly for both daytime and eve- 
ning make-up. You will particularly like 
the way its emollient oils keep your lashes 
luxuriantly soft and natural-looking at all 
times. 


Winx Mascara is offered in four colors— 
black, brown, blue, and green—and in 
three convenient forms—the new Creamy 
Winx (which is gaining in popularity 
every day), and the old favorites, Cake 
Winx and Liquid Winx. All are harmless, 
smudge-proof, water-proof, non-smarting, 
and easy to apply. 

Your local drug and department stores 
carry Winx Mascara in the economical 
large size. You can also obtain the com- 
plete line of Winx Eye Beautifiers in In- 
troductory Sizes at all 10¢ stozes. 
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€COSSID GLIMPSES 


—Rhodes Photo 


Dolores Del Rio and husband, Cedric Gibbons. Dolores is leaving for England 
to appear in two pictures for Douglas Fairbanks, Jr. 


Henry Fonda since they worked together in 
The Moon is My Home, and also to Carole 
Lombard and William Powell, who are soon 
to appear in My Man Godfrey. And Wynne 
Gibson told me the other day that the local 
producer of The Night of January 16th 
thought it would be just dandy if Wynne 
would appear opposite ex-hubby John Gal- 
audet. But Wynne didn’t think so and po- 
litely declined. 


AND just because Jean Harlow's di- 
vorce decree was final on Friday the 
13th, she refused to pick it up until the 
next day. Jean is taking no chances with 
dat ole debbil bad luck. 


YNNE GIBSON tells an amusing 

story on her favorite new horse Bur- 
gundy. He not only is devoted to Wynne, 
but he's proved himself very apt at learning 
tricks. One of his favorite stunts, which 
Wynne herself taught him, is to kneel down 
at the door of the stable so she can mount 
him more easily. Last week-end, however, 
Wynne began to doubt the wisdom of teach- 
ing Burgundy tricks. 
swell gallop through the rough country 
when suddenly Burgundy knelt down, al- 
most throwing Wynne from the saddle. And 
the horse was terribly pleased with himself. 
Wynne finally convinced him that the mid- 
dle of a gallop is no place to kneel down and 
rather gingerly rode him back to the barn. 


HE neatest trick of the week, to my 

mind, was pulled the other day by 
June Travis. It seems June heard, in a 
round-about way, that the boy friend who 
has been giving her a tremendous rush 
for the past few months, had been look- 
ing at a handsome eight-carat diamond 
ring in one of the local jewelry establish- 
ment. But although the b.f. was still very 
much in evidence, nothing happened. In 
the same round-about way, June finally 
learned the ring had been set aside for the 
gentleman—but for another girl! Now, 
June isn't one to be catty, but after all, 
the man had taken up a good deal of her 
time pretty consistently and she wasn't 
to be done in. So, being a smart little girl, 


They were having a 


June called the jewelry store, asking to 
buy the same ring. When the jeweler in- 
formed her it had already been sold, June 
practically ruined his day by telling him 
an elaborate story about the purchaser's 
past record, proving he was in no posi- 
tion to buy the ring. And now it's pretty 
certain no one will wear that ring but 
little June, as the jeweler has called the 
first deal off in her favor. 


TRANGE pranks are sometimes played 

on motion picture actors during the 
course of their careers. David Torrence, 
direct descendant of the famous MacLaren 
clan of Scotland, was offered a róle in Mary 
of Scotland. Much to his disgust and cha- 
grin, he discovered he was to portray a mem- 
ber of the Campbell clan—arch enemies of 
the MacLarens! David swallowed his pride, 
and agreed to play the part, but he feels 
pretty much like a martyr just the same. 


Wyatt the advent of color pictures 
and their tendency to slenderize the 
feminine torso, there’s a new diet move- 
ment on among the femmes. It’s not how 
to lose weight any more, but how to 
gain it. Jeanette MacDonald is doing her 
darndest to gain ten pounds, drinking 
quarts of milk and getting lots of rest. 
Anita Louise has discovered that a glass 
of steak juice at night is excellent and 
Fay Wray is trying all the suggestions in 
order to put on a few extra pounds. 


OSEPHINE HUTCHINSON is very 
anxious to have her fans know she has 
red hair. Inasmuch as most of her róles have 
been character parts, one would never sus- 
pect, after seeing her on the screen, that 
her hair is a gorgeous red, her golden. 


HE Barbara Stanwyck-Robert Tay- 

lor affair, I am informed on good au- 
thority, is no serious romance. Barbara 
has just decided to have a good time for 
herself, after a number of years of heart- 
break and worry, and who, I ask you, 
would make a better companion than the 
gay and dashing Bob? 

[Continued on page 38] 
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The PRINCESS 


Comes 4 


CAST 
Princess Olga CAROLE LOMBARD 
King Mandini FRED MacMURRAY 
Lady Allwyn ALISON SKIPWORTH 


Darcy PORTER HALL 
Captain Nicholls GEORGE BARBIER 
Lorel DOUGLAS DUMBRILLE 
Cragg LUMSDEN HARE 
Stiendorf ` SIEGFRIED RUMANN 


This fictionisation adapted from the 

Paramount Picture, copyrighted 1936 by 

Paramount Pictures Corp. Original 
picture based on a story by 


LOUIS LUCIEN ROGGER 
and 
PHILIP MacDONALD 


€ E ARE rather crowded—no ?" 
'The Princess Olga of Sweden, en route to 
Hollywood and stardom, stared haughtily 
down her tip-tilted nose at the tall young man before her. 

He stood, unaccountably, in the Royal Suite—her suite on the 
S. S. Trianic. Her gray eyes were clear and crystal cool as 
she regarded him, but they wavered a trifle before the brilliant 
blue of his steady, frankly admiring stare. 

Then, to her astonishment, he erupted into violent words, 
directing them at the meek little man hovering over half open 
bags. “This suite belongs to the Princess," he roared. “Take 
those bags to another cabin. Now get out before I throw you 
out." 

He turned to the Princess with a smile. It did something to 
her, something strange and unprecedented, crinkling the tiny 
curls at the nape of her neck and whirling her heart around at 
a ferocious pace. “I trust Your Highness isn't upset by the way 
things got screwed up," he offered. 

Lady Gertrude Allwyn, lady-in-waiting to the Princess, 
blinked and thrust forward her capacious bosom. “Screwed up ?" 

Olga smiled quietly. “Ve are quite satisfied.” What a deep, 
virile voice he had and surely shoulders never sat better on a 
well-knit figure. "Now, if you vill favor us with your de- 
parture—" 

He was a bit dashed. “Oh, sure—* he said, backing out. 

The assistant purser shook his head bewilderedly. ^I can't 
understand it, Your Highness. It was he who refused to give 
up this suite until a minute ago. His valet was perfectly 
willing." 
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"The Royal Suite, it is mine," 
stormed Her Highness. "I do not 
care if a King is in it" 


“Listen!” said the young man from the door. They all spun 
around. "I hope Your Highness has a pleasant trip. My name's 
King Mandini and if any time I can be of service—" 

Olga had a second's indecision. Then her chin rose. He was 
being exceedingly forward. ‘Good day," she said curtly. 

“Huh ?" 

“Her Highness said good day," Lady Gertrude intoned coldly. 

“Oh, well—good day." The door closed. Almost immedi- 
ately, there was a determined knock. 

“Come,” called the Princess. 

With an easy smile King again stepped in and breezed past 
them to the bath room. “I forgot my razor," he called. But 
there was the unmistakable sound of water gushing into the 
tub. 

“Good Heavens!” Lady Gertrude's voice was anguished. 
“The fellow's going to take a bath!” 

Olga stalked majestically to the bath room door with Gertrude 
puffing after her. 

King looked up, smiling genially. ‘It’s the water faucet. It 
was actin’ up when I was in here before.” 

Olga’s eyes were definitely icy. “If you are a ploomber, fix it. 
If not, please go away.” With an imperious gesture she waved 
him out. 

When he had again left, she leaned against the door, a lovely, 
willowy figure of impatience. Then, with deep feeling, “J’d like 
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Even a Princess can't say 
"No" forever when a 
handsome stranger risks 
his life to court her favor 


to sock that guy on the nosc," said the 
Princess Olga, née Wanda Nash, late of 
South Brooklyn, New York. 

Lady Gertrude, in the act of taking a 
quick one from a handy bottle of Scotch, 
choked and whirled around. “Fine talk 
for a Princess !" she sputtered. 

“Do you realize he almost grabbed the 
Royal Suite right out from under our 
feet?" Olga protested. "What a set-up," 
she added, blissfully surveying her sur- 
roundings. “And to think that not long 
ago I had nothing but an empty stomach 
and a wild idea." 

"Yes," Gertrude smiled cozily. "Well, 
I must say, it worked out successfully. 
We fooled that Hollywood scout who 
wanted titles—and we've fooled every- 
one else so far." 

Olga nodded. “Thank heavens for 
that funny little boarding house inyLon- 
don. Otherwise we might never have 
met, Gertie. There we were—a has- 
been and a never-was-er." 

Gertrude bridled and stroked her mid- 
Victorian hip. "Oh, I don't know. 
When I did the lead in The Duchess’ 
Dilcnma—" 

Olga hastily interrupted. She had 
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Iseito see you 
J again by yourself" 


heard this story before. "Hey, Gertie, take off your shoes and 
wade. around in this rug. It comes up to your knees.” 

Savoring each luxurious gesture, the "Princess" removed her 
clothes and wrapped herself into a white furred negligeé. Her 
arms fell lax at her sides. Almost imperceptibly, her ears had 
become filled with a subtle, disturbing rhythm. Dreamily, she 
walked to the bed, fung herself upon it and lay there, eyes 
darkened into pools of moonlight, every nerve responding to the 
insidious tempo of the music. 

"What's that?” she finally murmured. 

“Sounds like a concertina,” Gertrude responded through 
clenched teeth. “A low, vulgar instrument, my dear. If you 
put it on the floor, it practically crawls.” Opening the door she 
"Who is making that appalling 


“That’s Mr. King Mandini, the famous concertina artist, 
Your Highness. 

Olga's head snapped off the pillow. 
handsome blue-eyed intruder ! 

“Kindly ask this—er—-Mandini person to stop at once,” Ger- 
trude directed the steward. "Her Royal Highness cannot endure 
the concertina.” 

But Olga’s face was suffused with soft radiance as she whis- 
pered to herself, “Umm— I like concertinas.” 


King Mandini—the 


G ARBED in abbreviated shorts and shirt, she sat in her chair 
on the sun deck that afternoon, receiving homage from a 
group of admirers. 

Her smile was bright and impartial as she bestowed it 
upon each in turn. But it faded as she glanced down beside 
her. 

“My bag—it is gone!” 

Immediately, there was a great scurrying around. But the 
bag seemed to have taken wings and with it, every cent that 
she and Gertrude owned in the world. 

“I beg your pardon,” someone beside her said, "is this what 
you're looking for?” 

Olga gulped with relief as King Mandini handed her the 
woven sport bag. 

"You've found it. 

“That’s easy." 

"How ?" 

He spoke quickly. “What’s the chances of a Princess having 
cocktails tonight with a fellow like me?” 

Her pulses leaped. His eyes were beguiling with entreaty. 
"She might.” 

"Does that mean she will?" 

“Lsaid . . . she might." 

King squared his shoulders 
and blurted out, ^I'll be honest 
with you, Princess. I didn't 
find your bag. I pinched it." 

"Pinched ?" 

"Yes. Took it—so I'd have 
an excuse to talk to you again. 
And now that vou know the 
truth, I suppose our date's off." 

Her eyes widened. Then some 
perverse imp gurgled laughter 
past her lips. “On the contrary 
—a pinched bag is a very good 
introduction. I think the—date 
—would be very pleasant." 

King’s delight was apparent. 
“One thing more would make 
the whole day perfect. If only 
you'd like my concertina!” 

"Now I'll be honest with 
you—" Olga peered around 
cautiously, “I do like it.” She 
placed her bag on the edge of 
the aquarium and cupped her 


» 


How can I thank vou 


On the other 
side of the 
wall, King 
knew, Olga 


was listening 


chin. "It must be very difficult 
to play." 
“Tt is.” He grasped her 


hands and flexed the fingers. 
“You've got to have strength in 
your wrists and fingers.” 
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She was virtually in his embrace as he moved her arms back 
and forth. A fleeting thrill pierced her heart, went, and came 
again. 

Splash! King's elbow had struck the bag and knocked it 
into the aquarium. But, lunging forward, he brought it out 
soaking wet. 

“Oh—ny poor poof!” Olga laughed, as she held up her sod- 
den powder puff. Then she ruefully extracted a roll of French 
banknotes, dripping water. 

King wrung them out. "I'll starch and iron them later," he 
grinned. In his zeal, he ripped an inch long tear through the 
middle of each bill. "Oops. I almost doubled your money." 

Olga laughed. "It is all right. They are still good." Sud- 
denly, she spied Gertrude looking at her with fire in her eye. 
“Seram !" she hissed. 

“What!” 

She pulled herself together regally. “Scr-aam,” she re- 
peated, with a broad A. “In Svedish it means, ‘the interview is 
ended.’ ” 

Frowning a puzzled frown, King moved away. 

Gertrude sailed up and in outraged silence led Olga to their 
cabin. “My dear,” she began impressively, standing over her, 
“did my eyes see what I believe they saw ?” 

“Now, wait a minute,” Olga protested. “Even if I am a 
hokum princess, do 1 have to be a hermit ?” 

Gertrude shook an admonishing finger. “There are plenty 
of proper gentlemen on board without getting yourself en- 
tangled with that—that concertina squeezer. And besides, if 
you're not careful, you'll let it slip that you are Wanda Nash 
of Brooklyn. Then where are we? Now be a sensible girl and 
cut him off cold." 

For a reckless instant Olga thought of rebelling. The touch 
of his arms, the warmth of his smile still lingered in her senses. 
Then she remembered her debt to Gertrude. ‘‘Okay, Gertie,” 
she said mournfully. "I'll put him on ice. Poor fellow, I hope 
he freezes well.” 


HE cocktail lounge was pleasantly alive with passengers 
and bustling stewards when Olga and Gertrude drifted into 
it just before dinner. 

^He's here. Now don't forget,” Gertrude muttered. 

King beamed on them as he stepped up. “Good evening. I've 
arranged for everything." He stopped, aware of their com- 
bined frigidity. 

Olga burst into a cascade of tinkling laughter. “But you are 
so naive. You did not think I accepted your invitation this 
afternoon seriously ?" 

King's eyes hardened. “Of course I did. What happened 
to make you like this? Why, this afternoon . . ." 

Olga stiffened and rose. "In our country it is not good man- 
ners to recall leetle indiscretions of royalty. In my grand- 
mother's time there was a foreign musician came to Court—he 
was impudent, tiresome, a conceited no- 
bodee, and then he vas nevair seen again." 

"I get it," King said grimly. “But 
there’s just one more thing.” Angrily, he 
thrust a spray of orchids into her hand. 
“They're in memory of a girl I talked to 
this afternoon. She was a Princess all 
over.” He turned abruptly and left. 

Olga gazed after him, the orchids 
clasped to her breast. Then. resignedly, 
she moved. with Gertrude toward the 
dining room. 

An hour later they were in their cabin, 
sipping after dinner coffee, for Gertrude 
was taking no chances when it came to 
pursuing concertina players. 

There was a light tap on the door. 
Without waiting, the visitor eased himself 
into the room. 

“Good evening, ladies,” he said in an 
oily voice. He was a pasty-faced rat of a 
man, about forty years of age. ^My name 
is Darcy.” 

Gertrude said sternly, “Sir, you are 
intruding—” 

“Just a minute." Smiling nastily, Darcy 
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advanced upon them, “I happen to be a very close friend of 
George Marson, the theatrical agent in London, and I know 
that the Princess Olga is really W'anda Nash!” 

‘There was a dreadful, despairing hush. Olga felt her knees 
turn to water as she met Gertrude's stricken gaze. Exposure! 
Her career, her future, melting away like ice in the summer 
sun. 

"But there's nothing crooked about it.” Olga cried frantically. 
"In a little while we'll tell them. We were broke—hungry—” 

"You two are playing with dyna- 
mite" Darcy pointed out harshly. 
“They call it ‘obtaining money under 
false pretenses. At least. Interna- 
tional Films would." 

“They'll get their money's worth," 
Gertrude pleaded. “This child's got 
talent." 

"Now, how much are you willing to 
pay me for silence?" Darcy broke in 
pitilessly. 

Olga drew in a long, racking 
breath. “Pay him off, Gertie.” 

Grimacing his disappointment at 
the small roll of bills that Gertrude 
took from Olga’s bag, Darcy gestured 
to an emerald ring she was wearing. 
“T've been admiring that.” 

In stony silence, Olga stripped it 
off and handed it over. “Now, get 
out." 

Gertrude dropped heavily into a 
chair. Glancing at her, Olga sent her 
chin up defiantly. “Were not sunk 
yet, Gertie,” she said. “We can't quit 
now.” 

"Fix your make-up and we'll give 
'em a real performance. I'll meet you 
outside." 

"Bless you, child," Gertrude said wanly. "You've got pluck." 


NEUE quick, nervous steps Olga made for the ballroom and 
was soon being waltzed heavily around by the solemn- 
faced Chief Officer. 

“May I cut in?" a voice asked, and before she could utter a 
protest King had her in his arms and they were gliding off. 

"You are insufferable," Olga accused weakly. 

“T had to talk to you,” he answered, strangely intense. 

“Vhat about?” 

“I just want you to know that if you're ever in any kind of 
trouble, you can count on me.” 

Shocked surprise brought her gaze to his. 
guessed? “Vhy do you think that I 
trouble ?” 

“Oh, I don't know. It’s a strange sort of ship and there are 
some very odd people on hoard.” 

She swayed the merest bit closer. 
all is you.” 

Silence grew between them, alive and fraught with a slow, 
distilled enchantment. There was no end, no beginning to any- 
thing, only these isolated rhythmic moments on another world, 
another planet. 

Eleven o'clock rolled around and reality returned with a dull 
thud for Olga. Gertrude's eagle eye was seeking her out. Mur- 
muring a word of excuse into King's ear, she slipped from his 
arms and meekly followed Gertrude to their cabin. 

At the door she paused a moment. There was just the faintest 
echo of a concertina in soft serenade. At Gertrude's impatient 
nudge however, she opened the door and switched on the light. 

A wrenching scream tore at her throat as she stared at the 
dead body of the blackmailer, Darcy. on the floor. An evil 
looking pair of scissors was plunged into his heart. 

Gertrude's face was the color of putty and her voice a thin 
splinter as she said, "I'll call the Captain." 

"No, no," Olga gasped, quickly stepping before her. “There’d 
be questions—too many questions. Wait!" She darted out and 
a moment later was facing King at the door of his cabin. "Please 
—come to my cabin,” she pleaded piteously. "You said I could 
count on you—and I'm in trouble. 
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What had he 
should be in any 


“And the oddest of them 


"Come in," Olga called to the mysterious 
visitor in the doorway 


"Ve know nothing," Olga began tearfully as, his face ex- 
pressionless, King knelt beside Darcy's body. 

Lady Gertrude cut her off. “Mr. Mandini, for reasons of 
State we simply cannot report this to the Captain. Surely you 
can understand." 

King's eyes were inscrutable. "How much did you give him ?" 

“Five thousand francs and—" Hastily, Olga checked further 
damaging admissions. 

In silence King began to search Darcy's body. But the dead 
nian's wallet, on being brought to 
light, proved empty of any cash. 

"There's only one thing I can do," 
King said evenly. "Some passenger 
who never showed up—a Nicolai 
Petroff—was booked for Cabin B-50. 
The cabin is empty. Pll take him 
there." 

King returned shortly after taking 
the body to B-50. Grasping Olga's 
shoulders, he said, “Look, Princess— 
You kept your nerve, don't lose it 
now." 

There was comfort and reassurance 
in his towering strength, and even at 
this critical time, a sweet intoxica- 
tion at his touch. 


"Get up on deck or the salon. Keep 
moving. Get the idea ?" 

She nodded. 

The deck, the salon. Back and 


forth Olga and Gertrude paced, trying 
to still their quaking dread. 

But not five minutes after they had 
returned to their cabin, the Captain 
telephoned with a respectful request 
for an immediate audience. 

As he entered the cabin, accom- 
panied by three men, Olga said 
loftily, “It is very late, but if ve can help you—" 


BVIOUSLY nervous at this intrusion on Royalty, the 
Captain hastened to explain. “We will be as brief as 
possible, Your Highness. These three gentlemen with me are 
detectives bound for an International Convention in New York. 
But unfortunately, a condemned murderer, Paul Merko, famous 
for his disguises, is believed to be on board this boat." 

Inspector Cragg, a Scotland Yard man, leaned forward. 
“Your Highness, let us come to the point. There was also a 
blackmailer on board. A Robert Darcy. We found him dead 
in B-50.” 

"So?" Olga made a regal gesture. 
to us?" 

Lorel, of the Paris Surete, answered her. "Your Highness 
will no doubt be surprised to learn that your name was marked 
off on a passenger list found in Darcy’s pocket. There were 
also two others marked off as his victims. One, a Nicolai 
Petroff, missing from B-50 since we sailed, and the other, King 
Mandini." 

Steindorf, the German police official, grunted in agreement. 

Olga inclined her golden head. Her hands were clenched 
behind her back. “Then perhaps they can help you. I have 
never heard of this Darcy. Ve are sorry ve cannot give you any 
information. Good night, gentlemen." 

When they were alone, Gertrude wailed feebly, “They can't 
suspect us of the murder." 

“They can't while I'm the Princess." 
mournfully. “But how long will that last now?” 
clap of thunder reverberated through her heart. 

"Ring?" 

Olga twisted her slim fingers. “The one Darcy took from 
me along with the money. The only good ring I had." 

Gertrude placed a soothing arm about her. “Steady, my 
dear. What great harm—" 

"My name is in it—engraved inside," was the bitter rejoinder. 

Gertrude's mouth went slack. “My stars and garters!” she 
moaned. "Where's that bottle of Scotch?” 

In an effort to throw off the whole dreadful business, Ger- 
trude had firmly decided that they [Continued on page 32] 
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“But vhy do you come 


Olga’s mouth drooped 
An ominous 
“My ring!” 
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D REVOLT in 


Under ‘wo Flags 


Colbert, Colman, McLaglen and Russell! 


Four great stars in a 


four-star romance of jealousy, passion, devotion and danger 


in the mirror and smiled at the transformation in herself 
for the role of Cigarette in Under Two Flags. She had 

to admit: “The public has never seen me like this before !” 
Jauntily wearing the cap and jacket of a French Foreign 
Legion uniform over a faded nondescript dress—not the latest 
chic creation for the modern miss!. Playing-a flirtatious cabaret 
girl in a barracks town at the edge of the sun-baked Sahara— 


C LAUDETTE COLBERT looked at the roguish gamin 


Cigarette was the Commandant's girl, 
but unlike his soldiers, she would not obey 


the spitfire sweetheart of a regiment of 
Legionnaires! Torturing one man who 
loved her, sacrificing herself for love of 
another—fighting for him like a man! 

Claudette completed her make-up. She 
was ready now for the dramatic scene in 
which she first meets Ronald Colman in 
her cafe, with Victor McLaglen an unwilling, unhappy spec- 
tator. Before you see this scene on the screen, you will be in- 
troduced to several of the principal characters. You will see 
Ronald Colman, obviously a cultured Englishman, enlisting for 
five years in the Foreign Legion—which inquires into no man’s 
past. You will see Victor McLaglen, Commandant of the 
Legion forces at Saida—lrish, intense, alert, iron-willed, a 
demon for discipline who sends a company on a forty-mile 
desert march as a lesson in obeying orders 
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"| go now," Victor said. "Think well of me" 


You will see Claudette Colbert, en deshabille in her room in 
the cabaret, hearing the news that the soldiers have marched 
away, excitedly wrapping a native shawl around her as a skirt, 
rushing to the Commandant’s office to upbraid him about the 
bills that some of the men on march still owe her. There she 
finds an English army captain, named Menzies 
(Nigel Bruce)—who has brought the Com- 
mandant confidential news that the Com- 
missioner of the nearby British col- 
ony is about to pay Saida a visit. 

Before Menzies, Cigarette is de- 

mure and coy, persuading 
him that she can help him 
in his assignment of buy- 
ing Arab horses. After 
he leaves, you discover 
that Cigarette and the 
Commandant are very 
close friends. Mc- 


Laglen is willing to do 
anything on earth for her 
—except to countermand 
an order, which she asks 
him to do.  Skillfully, 
shrewdly playing on his 
passion for her, she also suggests that it is dangerous to leave 
the village unprotected against the Arabs. He orders the return 
of the troops. Cigarette has scored another triumph. 

Before they can march back to barracks, however, the Com- 
mandant receives word from an exhausted courier that another 
company has been attacked in the desert by a horde of Arabs. 
At the head of his band of hard-riding, mounted soldiers, the 
Commandant races toward the scene of the battle. He arrives 
there near dusk, finds onlv dead men. some of whom died by 
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torture, Then he sees one Arab stir. 
Through an interpreter, he learns from 
the wounded man that twenty 
Legionnaires have escaped to a nearby 
defile, led by a daring corporal. This 
man is Corporal Victor (Ronald Col- 
man). 


HE scene in the interior of Cigarette's 
cafe occurs the next evening. A colorful 
scene, this. The room is small, dingy, crowded, 

noisy—and flavored with Algeria. Legionnaires 
throng the place, drinking. Among the tables moves 

Cigarette, playing host One of the men offers her 
a drink. Rumpling his hair, she tastes the wine, looks up 
to see four new-comers entering. Fascinated by the first of 
the four, she watches him as he moves forward, looking for a 
table. She whispers to a soldier : 

“Who is that man?” 

The soldier follows her absorbed gaze, answers, “Corporal 
Victor.” 

Ah, she has heard of this Corporal Victor. He is a hero. He 
should haye wine—at Cigarette’s expense! He should have 
Cigarette’s attention! She picks up two bottles of wine, smiling, 
her eyes alight. She walks toward the table that the Corporal 
and his companions have taken, At his side, she says: “Corporal 
Victor, I welcome you to my cafe!" Her voice is warm with 
anticipation of future welcomes. “Thank you, mademoiselle,” 
he answers courteously, casually glancing 
up at her, then giving his attention to a 
bottle of cognac he has just drawn from his 
tunic. “May we have four glasses, please ?" 

Her eyes open wide in amazement. She 


MOVIE STORIES 


"And now, mademoiselle,” he said, "if you will forgive me, 
I'll go to a café where drinking is the sole entertainment" 


By JAMES REID 


is dumfounded. She has never had any Legionnaire treat her 
like this before. "But—/ am Cigarette !” 

Politely, patiently, with a brief smile, he says, "Again—how 
do you do. We are very thirsty, if you don't mind." 

Defiantly, she puts the two bottles of wine on his table. "But 
always, the first time you come, Cigarette gives you a bottle of 
wine." 

“Thank you, mademoiselle, but we have cognac, as you see." 

"Attention!" commands Victor. The four rise, solemnly 
salute the bottle. All the Legionnaires in the room are looking 
at them, amused, watching them ignore Cigarette. 

This is too much for her. “You bring your own cognac and 
ask for glasses!" she flares. "You refuse my wine! You in- 
sult me in my cafe !" 

"Perhaps we shall be glad of your wine later," he suggests, 
with mock gratitude. 

She seizes her bottles of wine. "We have no glasses for you, 
now or later!" Angrily, she flounces away. 

At one of the tables, someone starts a song. Still smoldering 
with anger, Cigarette watches Victor from a distance as he and 
his companions drink from tin cups. 

Then her eyes light up mischievously. She has an idea. She 
knows how she can make the other men laugh at Corporal 
Victor ! 

She begins to sing animatedly, winks at some soldiers, and 
nods in the direction of Victor's table, inviting the men to watch 
what is going to happen. Slowly, still singing, she strolls 
toward Victor, suddenly throws herself into his lap with an 

arm about his neck. 


ROM all over the room come shouts of 
encouragement for Cigarette, Victor, 
realizing that she [Continued on page 62] 
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THE EX-MRS. BRADFORD 


€€ RE you in to anyone, sir?” 
"In?" Doctor Lawrence Bradford looked up from his 
newspaper with a slightly abstracted eye. Confound 


these doorbells, he thought irritably. Why haven't they the 
decency to be silent on a man's evening at home? He sighed. 
“Why, yes, Stokes, I suppose so.” 

The butler nodded in dismal sympathy. Then, with the 
peculiar shuffling gait that was characteristic of him, went to 
answer the bell. 

Bradford’s gaze returned to the paper. So Jockey Eddie 
Sands was dead. Brad felt an insistent lump rise in his throat. 
Eddie had been a likeable lad, spirited, honest and bounding with 
health. Yet the paper’s cold type was proclaiming he had died 
of heart failure. Riding Luxury, a one-to-two favorite, in the 
betting that very afternoon, Eddie had fallen from his horse 
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"The handwriting 
proves her an un- 
faithful wife," Paula 
exclaimed, "but not 
guilty of murder" 
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and War Cloud, Luxury’s greatest rival, had thundered past to 
a triumphant finish at long odds. 

*Hi'ya Brad," Paula said gaily as she stepped into the room. 

Brad jumped to his feet as if propelled by a spring. "Paula!" 
he was just able to gasp, then experienced the incredible delight 
of holding the warm slimness of his divorced wife in his arms 
again, pressing his kiss on her soft, full mouth. 

Dizzily, he held her off. Lambent eyes that mirrored the sky, 
glinting, golden hair that would tousle into ringlets at his finger's 
touch. And the funny little trick her voice had of gurgling off 
into low, husky laughter. 

Paula's impudent smile did not betray that she was quiver- 
ing from his kiss, that her whole being seemed to be threaded 
with little rivulets of fire. She said to herself firmly, "I've faced 
the facts and I know I can't live without him. I'll have to make 
him see it, somehow." She beckoned to a little man standing 
inconspicuously in the doorway. “Oh, Brad, this is Mr. Frank- 
enstein.” 


The hero of “The Thin Man” is catapulted into another sparkling 
mystery by a divorced wife who loved him too much to stay away 


With little mincing steps the man came forward. "Doctor projection booth," he explained when he could finally talk. 
Bradford?” Brad nodded in astonishment. “I hereby serve “Stokes was iust adjusting the machine to show a pictu He 
you to answer a suit of non-payment of alimony brought by gave her a pat on the shoulder. "Now, you see my dear? You 
Paula Bradford." Slapping a paper into Brad's hand, the fellow . . just can't seem to forget life isn't all sliding panels and mysteri- 
scooted from the room. ous shots in the dark." 

Brad shook his head slowly with amused exasperation. “And Paula wriggled her toes with discomfiture. “Well, anyhow, 
for a minute I was glad to see you,” he reproached Paula. speaking of murders—” 

“Are you going to pay me my alimony ?” she asked pertly. “Which we weren't," Brad put in resignedly. 

“Paula, after all, vou already have, roughly speaking, two- “that was a marvelous set-up at the race track this after- 
thirds of the money in California," he protested. noon. Eddie Sands in the lead on Luxury, the villain hidden 

She tossed her head. “That hasn't anything to do with it. behind the three-quarter pole with a silencer on his gun—" 

It's a matter of principle." Her eyes narrowed with mischief. “My dear ex-wife," Brad interrupted heatedly, “there is no 
She pulled him beside her to the divan. "Brad," she said hap- 
pily, "I've reached a great decision. I'm going to marry you 
again." She stopped and held her breath. 


BRAD felt his heart leap. If only they could take up where 
they had left off. He said with strained lightness, “That’s 
the thing I love about you. You're so darned subtle." He 
nipped her pink chin in his fingers. "You're the sweetest girl 
in the world, Paula, but you know our marrying again is impos- 
sible. You're a mystery story writer. I'm a surgeon. The two 
won't mix. Why, in our last three months together 
you kept me so busy running down clues—" 
"Brad, don't move," Paula said in a low, 
imperative vocie. Her eyes were riveted 
on the opposite wall. A picture there 
was slowly sliding out of place. “Shh 
...gota gun?" Then she stiffened 
and glared as Brad broke into loud 
guffaws of laughter. 
“That picture covers the win- 
dow of my new motion picture 


"Tell no one," Brad warned 
Stokes, "but do as | tell you" 


place for even a flea to hide at 

the three-quarter. The jockey 
was not shot. He fell off his 
horse. The coroner says it was 
heart failure.” Brad’s brow 
knotted into a frown. “Although 
I don’t see how—Eddie was all 
right two weeks ago when I ex- 
amined him.” 

They had both been so en- 
grossed in argument that neither 
had heard the bell. Brad turned 
and extended his hand cordially 
as Mike North, trainer for the 
Summers stable, stepped into the 
room. Introducing him to Paula 
as a member of the same stable 
as the dead Eddie Sands, Brad 
gestured him to be seated. ! 

*We were just talking about the murder of that poor jockey 
this afternoon," Paula began brightly. Mike sat bolt upright. 
Her gaze grew more intent. "He was murdered, wasn't he?" 
she added. 

Mike emitted a long, whistling breath. "Yes. But I didn't 
think anybody knew it except me." 


ls 7 " 
ie Se uti 
"Darling," he protested. "I am 
not out of love" 
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Paula’s cry was softly triumphant. 

“What makes you so sure of this, Mike ?" Brad asked tensely. 

Mike explained. Eddie had been dead before he fell. “You 
don't fall limp and relaxed like that if you're conscious. Then—" 
Mike pulled a note from his pocket, “—I found this in Eddie's 
locker after the race." 

Brad read: “ ‘You do as I've told you. Keep your mouth shut. 
No one would take your word against mine. ^ 

“I don’t know who wrote it," Mike said grimly, "but I’m 
going to find out. And I want you to examine Eddie's body at 
the Morgue, Doc. The Coroner isn't good enough for me." 

Brad bit his lips reflectively. "All right, Mike. I'll examine 
the boy." 

Mike jumped to his feet. “Thanks, Doc, that's swell. I'll 
scout around on my own and meet you back here later." He left. 

"Now you see, darling," Paula said as she nuzzled her face 
against Brad's, “I told you it was murder. Now, I'll help you 
solve it." 

Brad felt his resistance ebbing from him. Then he collected 
his senses. Thrusting her away, he said sternly, "There's only 
one safe place for me at this moment and that's the Morgue. 
And see that you're gone when I get back." "Then he fled from 
the room and temptation. 

His living room door opened again an hour later, under the 
touch of his key. He had completely forgotten to ring, for his 
mind was whirling with a maze of questions. Eddie's body 
had, under careful examination, revealed not a single mark of 
violence and he had beerti about to leave when he had suddenly 
noticed a peculiar, gummy substance adhering to one of the dead 
man's arms. Carefully, he had scraped the substance off with 
his scalpel, then, with rising excitement, had hurried home to 
find out what the suspicious stuff was. 


IVESTING himself of hat and coat, he brought out the 
scalpel and busied himself with the microscope. He looked 
up as Stokes came to attention at his elbow. “A package 


Planting an airy kiss somewhere behind Brad's ear, she whirled 
around and disappeared into her new quarters. 

The delicate scent of her perfume lingered in Brad's nostrils. 
Absently, he walked to the window, a tender smile upon his lips. 
Then he tensed. Just outside the door of his house was Nick 
Martel, the town's most notorious gambler and bookmaker for 
theraces. And seated beside him in his car, was a small, sinister- 
looking little man, with a pronounced scar running across his 
jawline, Their glances, cast at the house, were expectant. 

Brad whistled. More of it and worse, What was up? What 
was Nick doing here? Then a more disturbing thought struck 
him. Where was Mike? It was over twenty minutes since he 
had called. 

Growing alarm rose within him as he returned to his office. 
He bent over his microscope and slowly, his eyes dilated. The 
scalpel with the gummy substance on it was gone—vanished into 
thin air. Suddenly, he jerked around as a sound came to him 
from his outer office. 

Quietly, he opened the door. Miss Prentiss, his secretary, 
was bending over his desk, searching feverishly through the 
drawers. 

Brad's voice was stern. 
asked. 

"Oh, Doctor." She was visibly trembling. "You frightened 
me so. I just came back for my purse, that’s all.” 

"Were you in my office ?" 

“No, Doctor. G-goodnight." 

"Wait a minute." Brad bowed ironically and held out his 
hand. “You forgot your purse." The door closed after her. 


“What are you doing here?" he 


OW what? he wondered, as the evening's events fell into 
disordered mental array. But the next instant he had 
rushed to the living room window. He was just in time to see 
Martel's car drawing away. And in the back seat was the figure 
of a woman, suspiciously resembling that of Miss Prentiss. 
He had just managed to digest this when the telephone again 


for Mr. Mike North, sir. It arrived while you were gone." rang. “Hello, Doc,” said an obviously faked voice. “This is 
Frowning, Brad reached for it. “Well, Mike North. Did a package arrive for me?" 

why was it sent here?" The telephone Brad hardly dared breathe. “Yes, yes—" he mumbled. 

rang. a n “Okay. Will you come right over to the cigar store 
It was Mike. “Hello Doc,” he said. Brad," Paula ex- at Wilshire and Western? I'll wait here for you. Oh— 


His voice was oddly hoarse. “Dida pack- 
age arrive for me?” 

“Yes. I’ve got it right here.” 

"Okay. Keep it for me. I'll be there in 
five minutes. I got something very hot.” again" 
The connection snapped. 

Brad’s thoughts raced furiously. A 
mysterious package and “something very 
hot.” And of course, the scalpel. Where was it all leading? 
Did any of it make sense? 

Unaccountably, the apartment seemed forlorn and empty. 
“What about Mrs. Bradford?” he asked of Stokes. “Did she 
go back to her hotel?” He carefully adjusted the microscope. 

“Finally, sir.” 

“You didn’t have to use force?" Brad asked, grinning. 

“Only in a mild way, sir,” Stokes answered gravely, “and 
always with tact.” 

Brad felt an overwhelming sense of contrition. 
out rather abruptly. "Better get her on the 'phone. 
should apologize." 

Obediently, Stokes flung open the door to the living room, 
then started back. “That will not be necessary, sir," he hissed, 
“Mrs. Bradford is here.” 

Brad crossed the threshold of the room, and stopped stock 
still. Bearing down on him was Paula, determinedly marching 
at the head of a small parade of men, all carrying luggage. 

* Just bring the stuff over here boys," she called cheerily. 

Brad stepped in her path. “Just what do you think you're 
doing ?" 

*Moving in," she returned blithely, but there was an urgent 
plea in back of her eyes. "You're my bread and butter, Brad— 
either by marriage or by alimony. And now you've got yourself 
mixed up in a murder case, I'll have to take care of you." 

Brad regarded her silently, then chuckled, “Paula, you're a 
menace to civilization. Okay." He gestured. “You can have 
the spare bedroom I suppose, until this is over." 

Her eyes went soft and shining. The first goal was won. 
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He had run 
Maybe I 


claimed happily, 
"I've reached a 
great decision. 
going to marry you 


and never mind bringing the package. Put it away in 


your desk." 


I'm Brad slowly replaced the telephone. Appraisingly, he 


picked up the package, fingered [Continued on page 42] 
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he UUNGUARDED 


Against the strong 
beat of Alan's heart 
it seemed impossi- 
ble there could be 


another woman 


re 


HOUR 


HE girl in the pale pink tea 

gown lifted her head nervously 

as the raucous cry of newspaper 
vendors drifted into the room from the 
London street below. It was an ugly 
sound and ugliness had no place in this 
beautiful room with its satin cushions, 
silver vases of roses and many mirrors 
that proved its occupant young and 
feminine and unafraid of scrutiny. 
Ugliness had no place near the face she 
turned toward the window, heart 
shaped, clear cut, hauntingly Greek— 
such a face as men have carried in their 
memory since time began. 

“Metford’s Story of Phantom 
Woman of Dover Cliffs Ridiculed By 
Dearden, Extry!” 

Ugliness had no place in all this 
feminine loveliness and luxury but 
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suddenly it was here, like a dank wind, 
like the low tide smell of the wind at 
Dover on a raw March morning. The 
girl shivered, though a coal fire leaped 
in the grate before her. “What shall 
I do?” she whispered to the fire and the 
roses and the exquisite little figure in 
the mirror facing her, “what can I do?” 

“Excuse me, Your Ladyship asked 
for the latest edition.” Henderson 
tried not to glance curiously at the 
many papers tossed about the couch, 
“The master seems to be tying the rope 
round that wife-killer’s neck, fair 
enough, if you'll pardon me for the 
liberty, Ma’am.” 

She looked down at the smeary 
pictures on the front page. Metford, 
the accused man, had a thin scrawny 
neck with an Adam’s apple. She had 


Do all great loves have an “ unguarded hour,” when circumstances 
point a scornful finger to damn a man or woman as unfaithful? 


noticed that Adam's apple above a miserable purple necktie with 
yellow spots because it bobbed up and down when he had 
shouted to his wife to be careful of the cliff on that fateful day. 

“But Your Ladyship hasn't touched her tea!" The butler's 
tone wa. genuinely shocked. Murder trial or no murder trial, 
tea was a sacred rite. "Shall I bring fresh?" 

Helen Dearden shook her head. She felt her own throat 
constrict as though a rope were closing on it. "Nothing. But 
court must be out now, Henderson. Bring whiskey and soda 
up here. Sir Alan will be home any minute now." 

Strange that ten days ago just saying Alan's name set bells 
ringing in her heart. Strange that ten days ago on the balcony 
at Antibes, with Alan's beloved face across the table and the 
incredible blue of the Mediterranean beyond, she had been 
almost afraid to be so happy. The slow, languid days and the 
moonless nights, swooning with the souls of a thousand flowers, 
had been like a second honeymoon. She had even forgotten 
that wretched business of the man Lewis—he of the greedy 
eyes and the cheap black bag and the letters hidden under the 
oak tree. Or if the ugly incident were not quite forgotten, she 
had locked it away in a closed drawer of the past, never to be 
opened again. 

She stared down at the flaring headlines in her hand. "I 
suppose life is dear to that poor little rabbit of a man, Metford,” 
she thought, “even without that faded, drab colored wife he 
was trying to warn that morning. If he is convicted I shall 
have to speak. I shall have to say that his story is true. 
That he did meet a woman on the cliffs who 
heard him shout to his wife not to go near the 
edge. I shall have to say I am that woman, 
and when I do, Alan will have to know that I 
know about his affair with Diana Rogers—” 

Helen Dearden was one of those women 
whose love has in it the necessity of self 
sacrifice. She did not guess herself that she 
had found something almost joyful in the 
secret from her husband's past that had been 
thrust by soiled black rimmed fingers into her 
hands. Yet it was true. It had given her the [ 
chance to protect this wonderful creature she 
had married. To interpose herself between 
him and worry, even perhaps ruination of his 
career. To feel that she was guarding their 
happiness from the faint shadow that must 
tarnish its glory if they both shared the 
thought of that other woman in Alan's past, 
that Diana Rogers. 

At the sound of a familiar footstep she let 
the paper fall to the floor and put on an 
expression of gaiety, slightly askew. “Darling ! 
How tired you look! I shall be so glad when 
you are appointed Attorney General and don't 
have to go to that horrid court—" 

In his arms, against the strong beating of 
his heart it became impossible, fantastic that 
she should ever open that closed drawer. What 
right had miserable, mousy little clerks and 
their near-sighted, dreary wives stepping into 
the charmed circle that for 
two years had held only the 
two of them. A circle of pas- 
sionate happiness and trust that 
shut the world out even if the 
Alan Deardens were the most 
popular and hospitable hosts in 
the younger Mayfair set. 

But Alan's handsome, clear 
cut face wore a frown as he 
glanced down at the snarl of 
papers on the floor. “Helen, 
you haven't been letting this 
wretched case upset you? You 
know I'd like to keep things like 
that—mean, ugly things—away 
from you, sweetheart." 

She was gathering the papers 
up, crushing them into a waste basket, glad 
of the excuse not to meet his eyes. "But Alan 


22 


Helen masked her 
face with a smile 
when Bunny joked 
about the make- 
believe crime he 
had pinned on 
Alan so cleverly 


—I wish you wouldn't be so—so clever about cross-examining 
that poor man, I know—I'm sure he never pushed his wife off 
the cliff," 


ER husband yawned. "An innocent man doesn't forget im- 
portant details, and make contradictory statements," he 
said. "That insurance he had her take out on her life, and his 
cock and bull story about a lady he met on the cliffs who could 
prove he warned his ‘Annie’ not to go near the edge—it isn't even 
a good lie. Why he can't even tell what kind of clothes the 
mystery woman had on." 
She spoke from behind his chair, in a soft rush. “Don't look 
around, dearest. Now describe me. What am I wearing?” 
“You're adorable!" Alan said promptly. "You're the 
prettiest, sweetest, most scrupulous wife a public prosecutor 
ever bought a pink teagown with bows on the shoulders and a 
copper colored belt for." "With a sudden sweep he had her in 
his arms, burying his face hungrily in brown hair that smelled 
faintly of flowers. "Can't catch me on anything you're wearing, 
sweetheart! I'm sorry it makes you unhappy for me to send 
poor wretches of murderers where they belong. No, I'm glad! 
Because it proves all over again that you're sprinkled with 
star dust, with a sort of shining kindness that makes every- 
body else in the world look a little bit shoddy." 
Now was the moment for her to tell him why she of all the 
people in the world knew that the skinny little clerk whose 
agonies were exploited in newspaper headlines was innocent 


of wife murder, "Alan," she began, "I—I want to tell you—" 

She gave a gasp of relief as Henderson's black bulk filled 
the doorway. “A letter for you, Sir Alan." In another minute 
she would have blurted out the name of the woman who had 
received boyish love-letters from Alan long ago and let her 
irrevocably into the magic circle, never to leave them again. 
She knew almost what this “Diana Rogers” looked like, a 
blowsy woman with hard lines covered badly by paint and 
powder, a woman who used cheap scent. 

She looked back from the doorway of her bedroom. Alan 
wore his other face now, as he stood scowling over the letter, 
the face that belonged to the world, not that shining look that 
was hers alone. No Diana Rogers 
had ever seen that look! 

“Don’t forget that you're standing 
godfather to the Cameron baby at five 
o'clock this afternoon and it's four- 
thirty now," she reminded him. 

Alan Dearden did not glance up 
from his letter. “Oh, yes. But I 
may be a trifle late, Take Bunny 
along in case I should ball the cere- 4 
mony up by delay. Bunny was born 
to be a godfather, just the type that 
gives silver mugs—" 

Under the flawless serenity proper 
to christenings, Helen Dearden 


"This cut on your hand looks suspicious, 
Alan," General Lawrence observed 


listened to Bunny's stammering substitu- 
tion for the absent godfather, so preoccu- 
pied with her unhappy thoughts that she 
forgot to worry over Alan's absence. 
What would all these proper people do 
if she answered the rector's next question, 
“Who standeth godmother to this child?” 
with: "I—the Phantom of the Dover 
Cliffs !" 

Even Lord Hathaway's hoarse whisper 
to the perspiring and agonized substitute, 
*] say old chap, wouldn't it be better to hit the child over the 
prow with a bottle and launch it” failed to lighten her spirits. 

For, she knew that at this moment a short, pop eyed little 
man in a shoddy suit was sitting in a cell, wringing his hands, 
shedding weak tears for his Annie, waiting for Alan to take 
away his miserable little life triumphantly tomorrow. 

And suddenly Helen knew that she could not go on living 
until she told someone of her dilemma. Her eyes fell upon the 
good humored, insignificant face of Bunny, her husband's 
best friend. Why of course! Good old Bunny, cast by nature 
as a sort of stand-in for bigger, handsomer men. Bunny whom 
Helen knew had loved her cheerfully, hopelessly ever since 
the day when he had been best man at her wedding. 

"Come early tonight before the rest get there," she whispered 
as they trooped out of the church into the spring sunshine. 
"I've got to ask your advice." 


T WAS Bunny's reward for two long years of worship. 
His patient, pleasant face beamed up at her, as two hours 

later they stood together in the drawing room, “Tell papa 
what's worrying you," he besought her. “This afternoon I 
thought it was fear that I'd drop the baby. I almost did. It 
wasn't—ah—a very well-behaved baby." 

'Ten minutes later he was not beaming. Over the untouched 
highball glass he stared at Helen, sandy moustache quivering 
with concern. "My word," said Bunny, "but we are in a pretty 
mess." 

The “we” was comforting. Helen smiled quiveringly. “You 
see why I can't tell Alan I was on the cliff that day. He'd think 
I—I cared about this Diana person. He might even think 
I didn’t trust him after this. It makes everything so—so sordid 
to put them into words. He wouldn’t believe that it doesn’t 
make any difference to me, Bunny.” 

The little man nodded slowly, eyes steadfast on the radiance 
on her face.” “I know,” he muttered. "Nothing ever could 
make any difference with you, Helen. You're a one-man 
woman, and the man is Alan. No, we've got to think of some 
way to explain your being at Dover. Couldn't you have been— 
er—looking at the view, or picking flowers, or seeing my sister 
off to France? Do you know I'm frightened at my own clever- 
ness sometimes," [Continued on page 55] 
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Ihe Law 


om, E 


ARY W TWORTH-—as pretty a woman lawyer as 
any admitted to the bar—stared at Bob Mitchell unbe- 
lievingly. Mary loved Bob. His lean handsome face, 

his curly hair and brown eyes, fascinated her as no other mas- 
culine face ever had. But, at the moment, her eyes were angry. 
Her breath was coming quickly. She was staring at him as if he 
were a stranger. 

“You mean to teli me," she was saying, "That you had the 
judge assign me to this case to give me a break—the break I 
need, and then you got a confession from my client—so I couldn't 
win! What kind of a break is that ?" 

“Now listen, Mary," Bob said, coming closer to her and 
catching her hands in his. "I wanted to discourage you, my 
dear. Because I want you to give up this law stuff and marry 
me. Why don't you give it up, kid? After all, you know, a smart 
lawyer knows when he's whipped. And you're a smart enough 
lawyer to know that—" 

With her hands in his like this, with him so near to her, Mary 
could never think straight. He could make her heart beat faster 
than it ever had before. Could make her forget everything but 
the fact that she wanted him. 

She fought against the feeling silently. Quietly she withdrew 
her hands from his. She steeled her heart. 

"I'm not whipped, Bob!” She said, her voice vibrating with 
anger. "I'll show you I can succeed as a lawyer—no matter 
how you try to discourage me by cheap tricks like the one you 
just pulled." She stared at him, her eyes ice. "I'll call on my 
client, Mr. Assistant District Attorney, in spite of the confession 
you got from him. Maybe," she paused a moment, staring at 
Bob as if weighing him. "Maybe I can think up a better trick 


The law profession or her sweetheart's arms! 


Which should Mary choose when the lives 


of three hang on the decision she must make? 
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than the one you played on me. Maybe I can think of a trick 
which will set my client free.” She laughed harshly. "You've 
always told me the law is mostly a question of tricks—” 

"Butlisten, Mary. Calling on him won't do any good. Harry 
Morton, that's his name, is just a cheap racketeer. His written 
and signed confession is something you can't fool with. I've got 
him cinched." He came close to her again, caught her slim 
wrists once more. "Give up this work, Mary. Give it up—and 
marry me!” 

Her expression did not change. Again she withdrew her 
hands from his. “I’m going to make good, Bob. Nothing you 
can say will change me." Her lovely face turned away from his 
eager one. “You tricked me, Bob. From now on we're enemies 
—until I make good! Goodby!” 

Her dismissal was utterly cold. He stared at her for a moment 
in silence. “Goodby!” She repeated. “Goodby Mr. 
Assistant District Attorney. I can’t give you any more 
time. I have to get busy—and think up some tricks!” 

He still stared at her. Then, as though realizing 
how deadly earnest she was, he picked up his hat. 
“Okay,” he said, turned then and strode from the room. 

She stared after him. For the moment the woman 
in her got the upper hand. “Bob! Bob!” she cried 
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"Why don't you admit this job has you licked?" Bob 


"Tell Mary her tricks will 
get her thrown out of the 
profession," Bob warned Dot 


"I don't want a woman 
mouthpiece," he growled, his 
ugly face even more surly than 
usual, “The District Attorney 
promised to let me off easy if 
I signed a confession. I signed 
it, so I won't need you—" 

Mary smiled. "Maybe you 
think you don't need me, but 
youdo." She turned to Eddie. 
“Got that camera with you?” 

Eddie nodded and produced 
it and while the amazed Harry 
Morton blinked in surprise 
Mary took his picture from 
several angles. Then, at a 
nod from Mary, Eddie brought 
the blackjack down solidly on 
Harry's tough skull and the 
fellow slumped to the floor 
without a sound. 

Then, while Harry was un- 
conscious, Mary did a really 
elaborate and artistic job on 
him with lipstick and eyebrow 
pencil. When she had finished, 
Harry seemed to have been 
battered into insensibility. He 
had a black eye, thanks to 
markings from the eyebrow 


demanded. "Give it up, Mary, and be my wife" penak HE hab ma a 


mentally. “Oh, Bob, I love you, my dear—but I must show you I 
can make good, It means so much to me. So much, my dear—” 


SMOTHERING her emotional feelings, Mary called up Dot 
Davis, her law partner. Rapidly she told Dot of Bob's visit 
and what it meant. 

"Bob did it just to discourage me," she ended up bitterly. 
"But it didn't work. I want you to get a camera, a blackjack 
and meet me at the jail. I'm going to interview my client—even 
though he has made a confession," 

“But Mary," came Dot's voice, “what good will that do?” 

"Leave it to me," Mary insisted. "Just bring the blackjack 
and the camera—and have Eddie come along." Eddie was a 
process server who hung around Dot because her blonde hair 
fascinated him. And also because he wanted to do what he could 
to help the struggling girl lawyers get along. 

Harry Morton, the gangster Mary had been appointed counsel 
for, was not very glad to see her. 
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up and the lipstick had left 
what appeared to be livid 
bruises on his face. 

The job done, Mary turned back with her camera. Took 
more pictures of the apparently badly battered gangster. Then 
she restored Harry Morton to consciousness. Surprisingly 
enough, when she explained to him what she intended to do with 
the set of "before and after" pictures she had taken, a wide smile 
broke on his ugly features. "It was worth it, lady," he grinned. 
“A bump on the conk never bothered me. I wish you luck." 


M RY appeared in court two days later. Mary’s summing 
up of the case was masterly: “In summing up, ladies and 
gentlemen of the jury, I wish to call your attention to the con- 
clusive evidence of brutality used in getting the so-called con- 
fession from my client. You have heard my client testify that he 
was brutally beaten by the District Attorney’s men and forced 
to sign a confession. You have seen photographic evidence sub- 
stantiating his claim. I am certain that each of you in consid- 
ering this case will weigh the evidence carefully. The defense 
rests— 
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On her way to the defense counsel table she had to pass close 
to Bob Mitchell. 

“You'll never get away with it!” 
teeth, 

Her eyes lingered on his handsome face for a moment before 
she spoke. He was so stubborn—so cocksure. 

"The law is a tricky business, Mr. Prosecutor," she said 
quietly as she passed on. 

That evening the newspapers carried a big headline: Woman 
Lawyer Defends Morton—He Goes Free. 

The next morning, to Mary’s surpris e received a letter 
enclosing a check. The amount of the check was $2500.00. But 
the surprising thing was that the check was signed by Owen 
Gordon, ace racketeer. 

Waving it above her head she showed it to Dot. 

"From Gordon!” she cried. “For defending Morton." 

Dot's blue eyes were goggling as she stared at the check. 
"Owney Gordon!" she said, her mouth dropping further and 
further open. "Are you going to accept it, Mary? Gordon is 
the biggest racketeer in town !" 

"Yes, yes, I know," Mary said quickly. She stared thought- 
fully out the window. "I'd turn the money down," she said at 
last, "but I've got to make good, Dot. Goodness knows we tried 
hard enough without having people like Gordon as clients, 
but—” Her voice became hard now. "What good did it do? 
The one case which might have made a name for us was lost— 
because the attorney for the insurance company pulled a fast 
one! And that poor kid who was knocked down by the car 
didn't get a dime!" She jumped suddenly to her feet. "Sure 
I'm going to take Gordon's money. And when I've shown the 
world—and Mr. Bob Mitchell—that I can be a successful lawyer 
—tricks and all—I’ll quit. Not before—!” 

“Oh baby!” Dot cried, throwing her arms around her 
partner. “That's swell! You'll be the greatest lawyer of all 
time, kid— !" 

That was the beginning. Within a few weeks Mary and Dot 
moved from their stuffy office, disposed of the second-hand fur- 
niture, and became established in a modern, luxurious place. 
Clients were coming thick and fast to Mary now—her most 
famous and best paying client being Owney Gordon. Owney 
thought Mary was the cleverest and most worthwhile lawyer 
he'd ever had. He also thought that she was an amazingly 
pretty woman. But whenever he mentioned that Mary managed 
to change the subject. Even if Owney hadn't been a racketeer 

Mary wouldn't have been interested. 
There was still only one man in the 


he said between clenched 


"This photo proves my client 
was tortured,” Mary lied 


"| don't want to kill you," 
Gordon growled, "but your 
boy friend will have to be 


world for her. She didn't see much of him these days—and 
never socially. Sometimes she wondered if she hadn't been 
wrong in choosing the course she had. Wondered if she 
wouldn't have been happier as Bob's wife—living in a small 
apartment on his not-very-large income. It would have been 
fun, fixing up that apartment. And fun, too, cooking Bob's 
meals for him. She could imagine their happy evenings together. 
Bob might be studying his law books. She could imagine his 
rumpling his hair. He always did when he was intent on some- 
thing. And sometimes she'd rumple it for him—before he got a 
chance to. 

The phone on her desk rang. With a jerk Mary brought her 
thoughts back to the present. There was a mist in her eyes. 

"Mr. Bob Mitchell to see you, Miss Wentworth," came the 
voice of Mary's switchboard girl. 


ARY'S heartleaped. Then sank. Had he come to tell her 

he was glad over her success, Or—? She had him sent 
in at once. She was thrilled when he came into the room and 
stood staring at her, obvious admiration in his face. 

"Mary! Gee, it’s good to see you! You're looking swell !” 

She lit a cigarette—she did not want him to realize how upset 
she was just because he'd come to see her. “Thanks, Bob. And 
you, too." She pitched the dead match into a waste basket. 
“And how’s the First Assistant District Attorney ?" 

“Swell!” He paused, threw a quick glance around the luxur- 
ious office. “I don't have to ask you how you're doing." He 
paused, again, came forward and sat down in the visitor's chair 
beside her desk. “Listen, Mary," he said in a low tone now, 
^I know all this is impressive. But you can't keep it up, you 
know. You're riding for a fall—being a lawyer for these gang- 
sters.” He paused again, then went on. “Your luck won't 
always be good, Mary. If you ever fail these crooks you'll end 
up in a ditch somewhere—" 

Mary had risen. Her dark eyes were flashing danger signals. 
Bob took no notice. 

"Marry me, Mary," he said quickly. "Marry me and let me 
take you out of the whole thing. We can be happy together. 
This isn’t success that you've got. Not real success—” 

“Wait!” Her voice cut like a whip. Bob stopped. Mary sat 
on the edge of the desk, looked at him, her eyes cold. “So this 
isn't success, eh ?" 

He shook his head. "No, I don't think so. Getting off 
crooks and racketeers with a series of cheap theatrical tricks. 
That isn't success, Mary—" 

"T've seen you use tricks, Mr. Assistant District Attorney !” 

“Yes, but that's different—!” 

Mary, looking at him, felt a lump in her throat. Atthe same 
time she was angry. If only he'd 
admit she'd made a success. If he'd 
had the grace to admit that—well, 
she might have done anything. 
Might [Continued on page 69] 
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Jeanie's heart beat 
horribly fast at the 
discovery. She had 
known this smiling 
man in Mandalay 
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John had picked her from love's 
bargain counter. Jeanie knew 
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its way up the Rangoon river. It was 

early morning. The heat of the day— 

the awful, never-ending tropical heat—was 
only a threat at the moment. A girl stood 
against an open cabin door. She leaned her 
dark head against the framework and stared 
out into the river, her brown eyes alive with 
a happiness which was coursing through her 
veins like an old wine. Hers was a strange face. Strange 
because of its rare beauty and strange because of something 
else, too. There were tiny little lines of hardness around her 
big and generous mouth. And in spite of the happiness shining 
in her eyes those great brown eyes somehow looked as if 
recently they had known sadness, too, Not only sadness— 
bitterness. The girl looked as if she had been through some 
sort of hell, and yet somehow managed to keep something fine 
about her spirit through it all. That was Jeanie Barton. 
That was the real Janie Barton—ex-Mandalay cafe girl. 
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Te old steamer coughed and wheezed 


From the novel Tiger Valley by 


ENDRE NOHEN And Mandalay is a 
town whose reputation 
—among people who 
like to feel that they're 
respectable—is usually 
accompanied with eye- 
brow raising. It’s a 
town of cafes and sa- 
loons and men and cafe 
girls. Men from the teak wood district who come there for 
relaxation and to escape the everlasting monotony of the jungle. 
The cafe girls come from—God knows where! 

The Jeanie those men knew was a different person. All they 
saw was an alluring body which made them long to put their 
hands on her. All they saw was a laughing face with pearly 
teeth, Only one had been different and now she was his wife. 
John Foster, manager of Teakwood District No. 4, of the great 
MacIntrye Lumber Co. He was standing beside her now on 
the boat—tall and straight and handsome. Looking at her he 


ROMANTIC 


REGINALD CAMPBELL 


smiled. “It’s a hell of a place," he said, a smile of bitter 
experience curving his mouth, "I hope you won't regret 
coming." 

The girl flung her head back and smiled into his eyes. She 
didn't know anyone could love as she loved her John. 


" 


"Any place is a paradise—with you,” she said in her rich 
voice, 

He caught her hand and pressed it. 

The captain of the old river boat came sauntering along 
the deck. Bowed to the couple. 

“I suppose you and your new wife will be staying a few days 
in Cha Kum, Mr. Foster,” he said conversationally. "So that 
Mrs. Foster can meet the ladies of the English colony there?” 

John Foster did not answer at once. Jeanie, idly watching 
him, was surprised to see a shadow cross his face. For a 
moment or two he didn’t speak. Then he said slowly: 

“No, we're getting off at Sarloo landing. You stop there this 
afternoon, don’t you?” 

“Why, yes, Mr. Foster, But people don't usually get off—" 

“I know,” John Foster spoke decisively, quickly. “I know, 
but it's time I got back to my district. We can make better 
time from Sarloo." 

The captain nodded. “Very good, Mr. Foster." 

Jeanie turned her head away. Some of the happiness had 
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Her world tot- 
tering, Jeanie 
saw the red 
come into 
John's cheeks at 
the unexpected 
sight of Mrs. 
Trevor. What 
had this woman 
been to him? 


gone out of her eyes. Her husband was avoiding Cha Kum 
deliberately, she felt. Why? Because he didn't want his 
English compatriots there to meet her? She shuddered away 
from the idea. She wasn’t going to let anything spoil this new- 
found happiness. 


OT many women have been very thrilled with the rude 
bungalow on stilts in the compound to which John led 
her. All around them the jungle spread with its million noises 
—like a muted, more sinister, noise of a big city. But to Jeanie 
no ivy-covered cottage could have been more lovable. For this 
was to be her home. The home where she, as Mrs. John Foster, 
was going to live from now on and forget what was past. The 
home she’d do her best to make a happy one forever. 

What cared she if there were no other white people beside 
themselves for many miles? What cared she if the jungle 
did surround them—if the heat was oppressive and wearing? 
To be here, with her John, was, as she had said, paradise. 

Any place would be paradise after life in that Mandalay cafe. 
And, if she could do anything to make her husband’s house 
more of a paradise, she would. It was no wonder she loved 
him so. Her love was tinged with gratitude—gratitude that 
he had taken her away from Mandalay. She did not ask why 
he had done it. Did not question why this tall, bronzed 
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Englishman from the Teakwood country should marry her. 
It was enough that he had, or that she would have come without 
marriage. 

She and John had a happy breakfast the next morning. 
Together, above the jungle in their little haven, they sat and 
lingered over their cigarettes and coffee. The spell, however, 
was suddenly broken by a voice—an English, masculine voice— 
crying “Hallo, there!” from below. 

Jeanie jumped to her feet.. “Good Heavens, John," she said. 
“You didn’t tell me you had neighbors. I'll go and get into 
something proper at once.” She had been wearing her negligee. 

As she took off her negligee and put on her crisp linen suit, 
she could hear John talking to the other man. John was saying, 
“Tigers! That means trouble. You know how the natives 
dread them—” 

Jeanie shuddered. Tigers! A sudden picture of a tiger 
jumping on John and tearing him apart filled her mind. She 
felt sick at the thought. There were some things about this 
paradise which weren't pleasant. In fact which were horrible. 

When she came back into the living room she stopped dead 
in the doorway. A tall, slim, too-familiar man was seated on 
the rattan couch—a glass of whiskey in his hand. 

He got to his feet at once. “I was just telling John I thought 
him too much of a puritan to have fun. I guess I was wrong.” 
The man came forward. Jeanie’s heart was beating horribly 
fast. It was Kenneth Grainger—whom she had known in 
Mandalay ! 

*Don't we know each other ?" Grainger was saying stupidly. 
"I'm sure I remember you. The name is—" He paused, 
thinking. "Amy? No. Jane? I have it!” He suddenly 
snapped his fingers. “It’s Jeanie!” 

She shot a quick glance at her husband. His face was a 
mask--cold and obviously angry. It was clear that Grainger 
had mistaken the situation. That he thought Jeanie was here 
as John’s mistress. 

“Grainger !” John spoke at last. 
“This is my wife!” 

The other man stepped back. “Oh,” he said involuntarily. 
“Oh, er—congratulations! Congratulations to both of you!" 
For a moment there was an awkward pause. Then Grainger 
rushed on. "Doesn't this call for another drink?” Jeanie, glad 
of the chance to break the tension, went to pour it for him. 
Grainger turned to Foster. "I'm going after that tiger, Foster. 
Want to join me?” 

“No thanks. I'll be busy digging pits around the village 
to trap the beast in. More chance of getting them that way.” 

“But not much sport.” There was something of a sneer in 
Grainger’s voice. 

“I’m more interested in common sense than sport, Grainger.” 

The other man had taken his drink from Jeanie. He downed 
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His voice was strained. 


it at almost a single gulp. “Have it your way,” 
he said. “But when I come back this way again 
I'll bring the cat's skin as a present for your 
wife. Itl make a nice rug. So long.” 


{pee moment he'd gone Foster turned on 
Jeanie. "Where did you meet Grainger?” 
He asked, his voice full of bitter suspicion. 

Inside, Jeanie was trembling. Her heart was 
beating horribly. She was afraid—afraid that 
if John started doubting her she might someday 
lose him. She knew her best chance was to 
appear calm. 

"I met him in Mandalay, I suppose," she 
said. 

Her husband, however, misunderstood her 
tone. “Don't you ever remember?" he said 
savagely, as if he were thinking that there must 
have been a great many men in Jeanie's life. 

The girl stepped back as though he had 
struck her. For a moment or two she couldn't 
speak, his implication had cut and hurt her so. 
She felt strangled and breathless. 

"You can't—" She started to say and then 
her voice trailed off. She could only stare at 
him. 

She saw his expression gradually change. 
Saw the look come into his eyes which he always 
had when he was near her. It was the look of desire. She 
wondered if that was all the feeling he had for her—and felt 
a little sick. Didn't he love her at all? When she loved him 
so much—? 

"I'm sorry I said that.” 
looking into her eyes. 

She was rigid. “It doesn't matter," Jeanie answered, Her 
face was hard and wooden. "Now I know why you wouldn't 
stop in Cha Kum. You were ashamed of introducing the 
Mandalay girl to your friends!” 

“That’s not true. It was because I had to get back—” 

Slowly she took his bronzed hand off her white arm. “You're 
lying," she said. "Well, marriage isn't a one way street. 
Boats go down stream as well as up." 

Suddenly he caught her to him with both his strong arms. 
“Jeanie! No. I can't let you go! Jeanie!” 

She looked up into the handsome face peering down into 
hers. She could feel his heart beating. Could feel his strong 
arms trembling with suppressed passion, She was still rigid. 
She wished she didn't love him. It wouldn't matter then. 

“Honeymoons come to an end,” she said slowly. “Ours has." 
She smiled bitterly. “Too bad. I was somehow hoping—" 
She didn't finish the sentence. Her remark was quite lost 
on John, however. He merely caught her closer. "Don't go, 
Jeanie. Please don't go—!” 

That night it took a long time for Jeanie to go to sleep. She 
kept thinking of John. If he couldn’t trust her—well, it meant 
only one thing. He didn’t love her. He couldn't. Why? 
Was it because he had brought her out of Mandalay? Or was 
it because there was someone else? 

If there were someone else—Jeanie shuddered. 
couldn't lose him. She couldn't! 

Already the bungalow on stilts—castle in the air, Jeanie 
called it—had taken on a new appearance. Little knick-knacks 
been placed here and there. And now the girl from Mandalay 
was working on some new curtains which would give the 
place an even cosier appearance. 

As she stitched away next afternoon she was suddenly startled 
to see a woman come into the room in riding habit. Tall, 
imperious and beautiful she stared at Jeanie as much surprised 
as she.. . 

“Oh,” she said. “I was looking for John. Is he here?” 

Jeanie put down her work and didn’t speak for a moment. 
Who was this woman who walked so blithely into John’s home? 

"He's helping dig the tiger pits," she said at last. “Is there 
anything I can do for you? I’m his wife.” 

“Wife?” 

Without waiting to be invited, the other woman sat down 
and lit a cigarette with a certain air of defiance. 

“Really?” She said in her [Continued on page 47] 


He had caught her arm now. Was 
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$$ UMMER SKIN is the enemy 
of many girls’ beauty." re- 
vealed lovely Ann Sothern, 
"but when girls carelessly neglect to 
protect their skin, they can't expect to 
have a beautiful, transparent com- 
plexion." 

Ann certainly is qualified to give us 
advice on skin care, for she arrived in 
New York with a petal-smooth com- 
plexion that showed no signs of dis- 
aster from the California sunshine she 
enjoys the year around. 

“T always apply nourishing cream 
generously to my face, arms and neck 
when I'm preparing for a sunbath or 
plunge into the sea. As a matter of 
fact, I usually look like a grease-ball,” 
this charming RKO star told me. 
Grease-ball or not, Ann has never 
suffered from a dry, scaly skin, so 
you'll be a wise little gal if you follow 
her advice. 

This brown haired beauty, with 
discerning eyes of grey, is five 
feet one-and-a-half inches tall and 
weighs one hundred and twelve 
pounds. She adores tennis, golf and 
riding and indulges in these sports fre- 
quently. She doesn't care particularly 
for swimming, but she does like sun- 
baths followed by cool showers. 

Ann believes that her face should 
have as much exercise as the rest of 
her body. One of her favorite facial 
exercises is to briskly pat a special 
astringent into each lower jaw—-avoid- 
ing the under part of the chin. “This 
treatment wards off a double chin and 
keeps the tissues of your throatline 
firm, Ann says. "Every girl should 
take this facial exercise each night 
after she cleanses her face." 

Ann always uses a cream foundation 


Ann 
Sothern, 
RKO Star 


for her make-up during the winter, 
but in summer her make-up becomes 
lighter and she favors a mild skin 
tonic before applying her powder. 

During our.recent interview Miss 
Sothern revealed one of the startling 
beauty secrets of Hollywood stars. 
When they are dressing for the cock- 
tail hour or dinner dance they use a 
lilac face powder. This unusual new 
shade gives the complexion a beautiful 
tone which does not fade under elec- 
tric lights. The powder itself is of 
excellent quality and its texture is just 
right. There are two sizes available 
at $1.75 and $3.00. 

"My evening make-up also includes 
eyeshadow in violet, black mascara and 
lipstick with violet undertones. I sel- 
dom use rouge in the evening. Of 
course," she continued, "my daytime 
make-up is distinctly different. I use 
powder ‘in the rich, creamy tones of 
banana, grey-blue eyeshadow, brown 
mascara and an orange-red rouge and 
lipstick." 

Like many other of your favorite 
stars, Ann has had her hair dyed back 
to its natural shade of brown. Her 
lovely locks, which she wears straight 
on the top, with the ends permanently 
waved, radiate a beautiful sheen that 
she acquires through daily brushing. 

She suggests an entirely new idea 
in shampoos. Twice a month she has 
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subject of which she is an au- 
thority. 

Do you want more detailed in- 
formation for your own particular 
beauty problems? 

Do you want the trade names 
of toilet preparations referred to in 
the following article? 
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Kirk, Romantic Movie STORIES, 
1501 Broadway, New York, N. Y., 
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reply. (U. S. postage only.) 

Miss Kirk will be glad to help 
you. 


the "wet" shampoo — which is, of 
course, the kind that you and I have 
every week. The other two weeks 
each month she has a “dry” shampoo. 
which consists of a special powder 
treatment and thorough brushing. The 
powder is sprinkled into your hair and 
then brushed out. The brushing re- 
quires nearly an hour to complete the 
treatment. But, it leaves your scalp 
scrupulously clean and tingling with 
vitality — and your hair gorgeously 
lustrous. I'll be glad to send you more 
information about this special scalp 
and hair treatment. 

Ann's beautifully manicured nails 
were tinted with a lovely new shade 
of polish which harmonized so well 
with her coloring and ensemble. "I 
use a darker polish during the sum- 
mer than I do in winter," she told me 
“I think that a girl's hand make-up 
should vary with the seasons—as well 
as her facial make-up." 

She has a professional manicure 
once a week and a pedicure every two 
weeks. 

Ann revealed another very excellent 
beauty hint. “Stretch your way to 
beauty." she says. "Stretching exer- 
cises can do more for your figure than 
all the diets you can think of in a life- 
time. 

"Of course," continued Miss Soth- 
ern, "health is very important to 
beauty. I advise plenty of outdoor 
exercises and long walks. Eight hours 
sleep each night, a well balanced diet. 
and sufficient water should be in vour 
daily schedule of life." 

Ann's smile also reveals a per- 
sonality that is filled with sincerity 
and good fellowship. She not only 
makes friends easily—hut keeps them 
—which is [Continued on page 38] 
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Take the 


out of your 


permanent 


Did you ever stop to think that 
your hair is just asindividual as your fingerprint? You 
know, of course, that some hair is oily—other hair 
dry;thatthereis elastic—porous—brittle—coarse—fine 
—strong and weak hair, as well as many other types. 

And to insure absolute success of your Perma- 
nent Wave...the material used mustbe scientifically 
correct for your particular type of hair. 

Would you liketotake the guesswork out of your 
next Permanent? Of course, you would. And now 
for the first time you can be sure before you enter 
your favorite beauty shop that— 


1. Your hair has been scientifically 

and microscopically tested for tensile 

strength, quality and texture. 

2. The material used for your wave is 

exactly right for your type of hair. 

3B. The solution and pads used on your 

head are your own personal property— 

fresh and clean. 

A. That you have taken every precau- 

tion to insure perfect satisfaction with 

your next Permanent. 
HAIR SERVICE, INC. offers you, FREE . . . this scien- 
tific test of your hair, Simply cut a small sttand of your hair, 
and send it to us. We agree to diagnose and analyze your hair 
and will send you a personal permanent wave unit, consist- 
ing of the proper solution for your hair and 36 permanent 
wave pads! More than enough for most heads. Take them 
to your favorite beauty shop and be assured that the mate- 
rials used are comparablewith those used in giving most 10.00 
permanents —that they are hygienically safe, and can be used 
with practically any permanent wave machine. 
Remember . . . you pay only $1.00 for the solution 
and pads. The personal scientific analysis is FREE. 

You may pay postman if you prefer. 

LLI 
HAIR SERVICE, INC. 
521 Fifth Avenue, New York City. 
Please scientifically analyze enclosed strand of my hair. 
O Enclosed find $1.00 for personal permanent wave material. 


O I will pay postman $1.00, plus postage, on receipt of 
personal permanent wave material. 


Name. et 
Address. E 


City. State... 
My hair is O Bobbed 0 Long O Dyed 
O Bleached O Natural Shade 
RPTL SETI RTL ETE 
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The Princess Comes Across 


[Continued from page 15] 


would spend the morning in the ship's gym- 
nasium. 

Olga was almost cheerful again as she 
pulled at the oars of her rowing machine. 
She suppressed a smile as she watched Ger- 
trude's ample form jogging away on a 
mechanical horse. 

But as the door opened and King saun- 
tered in, Gertrude dismounted. "Mr. Man- 
dini, I should like to talk to you." 

He grinned and nodded. 

“In justice to Her Highness I must ex- 
plain about last night," Gertrude began. 

Smiling sweetly to his belated "Hello," 
Olga watched him covertly. 

"No doubt you've assumed that this— 
Darcy—was black- 
mailing Her High- 
ness" Gertrude 
went on. "But that's 
not true" She 
paused dramatical- 
ly. "I myself was 
his victim." 

SPY outs Wert 
well—" King's tone 
was politely mock- 


TABLOID 
TIPS 


Olivia 


Gertrude Born 


de Havilland ^ X— 


in Tokio, 
1916, of 


ing a degree closer, she shyly slipped her 
fingers into his palm. 


A PRECISELY 7:55, King and Olga 
stood before the door of Steindorf’s 
cabin. Curiously, it was unlatched. Mo- 
mentarily hesitant, King swung it inwards. 
Choking back a scream, Olga fell back 
at the sight that met their eyes. Steindorf, 
the German police official, was lying on the 
floor, barely breathing. As in Darcy's case. 
there was a scissors in Steindorf’s chest. 
“Who did it? Who did it?" King begged 
of him frantically. 
A shadowy figure was outlined just be- 
yond the door. Then it disappeared. 
“Did you see 
thao Ode 


breathed, almost 
believing she had 
imagined it. “Who 
do you think—" 
King nodded 
somberly. "I won- 
f der." 


Not until the 
Captain arrived 
with the two other 
detectives, Lorel 


clutched tragically Japan, 
at her bosom. 
"Years ago when I 
was a young mar- 
ried woman I com- 
mitted an indiscre- 
tion. By some foul 
means Darcy 
learned of it. Truly, 
the woman pays 
Her weak, senti- 
mental eyes wa- 
tered with emotion. 

“Yes, darling,” 
Olga giggled, “I am 
sure Mr. Mandini 
understands.” 

Gertrude blew 
her nose violently. 
“And then last 
night Her Highness 
came to the rescue. 
She even give Dar- 
cy a ring from her 
finger—" 

King was quick 
on the uptake. He 
nodded. “And you 
want me to retrieve 
this ring before the 
detectives find it." 

“If it’s possible,” 
Gertrude beamed. 

King bowed to 
Olga. “Please don't 


English parentage . . . 
Sleeps fourteen hours 7 
a day when free of 
studio work . . . Got 
her chance in pictures when a Max Rein- 
hardt scout saw her play the róle of Puck 
in A Midsummer Night's Dream at Mills 
College . . . Was sent to understudy róle 
of Hermia in Reinhardt's production in 
the Hollywood bow! and Gloria Stuart, 
who was to play Hermia, was recalled to 
studio . . . Olivia stepped into role and 
scored . . . Result was film test at Warner 
studio to play Hermia . . . First released 
picture was “Alibi Ike with. Joe E. Brown 

Sensational in Captain Blood . 
Now headed for big starring róles . 
Has thought she would be a teacher, p: 

ib! 


an author . . . Can sketch a little 
to write poetry . . . Plays the 
pi t doesn't sing or dance . . . Fancy 
swimmer and diver . . . Startles Holly- 
wood with ocean dips during March when 
weather is unseasonable for swimming . . . 
Five feet, four inches in height . . . 
Weighs one hundred and seven pounds 

. Has reddish hair and brown eyes . . . 
Declares she has no romance, that romance 
and pictures do not mix . . . Plans to post- 
pone romance until after. she is finished 
with pictures as a career . . . Has habit of 
wrinkling her nose when "perplexed or 
laughing . . . Habit has won her nickname 
of “Bunny” . Saves love letters, pro- 
items reminiscent of important or 
events . . . Lives with mother 
id sister in Hollywood . . . Has no 
ecrets but gets plenty of exercise, 
ing tennis, badminton, horseback 
. . Can't cook but loves raw 
tomatoes, corn on cob and cold French 
lamb chops dipped in salt. 


and Cragg, did the 
dying man disclose 
any clue. Then with 
his last breath, he 
gasped, "—pass- 
ports—' 

It meant less than 
nothing to any of 
them, 

"Pardon Mon- 
sieur," Lorel said, 
pouncing on King 
without warning. 
"You touched noth- 
ing — moved noth- 
ing?" 

“Nov I^came 
straight to Stein- 
dorf from the door." 

"Monsieur," 
Lorel said, stepping 
closer to King, "in 
the United States 
you served a term 
in prison, did you 
not?” 

Olga’s eyes di- 
lated and an iron 
band clamped over 
her throat. 

“Not for mur- 
der,” King rasped. 

Cragg now 
turned to Olga 
courteously. “May 
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worry Princess, your ring is as good as in 
my pocket right now.’ 

‘Her lashes fluttered and a blush tinged 
her cheeks at the smouldering flame in his 
eyes. 

"The Captain’s compliments," a purser 
interrupted, “Dr. Steindorf has solved the 
mystery and will announce the name of the 
murderer at eight o’clock. He has requested 
Your Highness and Mr. Mandini to come 
to his state room five minutes earlier.” 

Olga’s heart skipped a frightened beat. 
“It is a most peculiar request—but ve vill 
come.” 

King gripped her arm. “Come on Prin- 
cess," he said fiercely, "it'll be all right.” 

At his touch, she felt dread vanish. Mov- 
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I suggest that Your Highness and Mr. 
Mandini be excused from the investigation 
for the time being?” 

Nodding her thanks, she fled. Once in the 
corridor however. repressed sobs clutched at 
her throat. King—a jailbird, a criminal. 
She should never have encouraged him. 

Gertrude was finishing her third highball 
as Olga stood at the portnole, gazing blankly 
over the water. 

“It’s the finish, Gertie,” she said. “Goodbye 
Hollywood. We can’t stand investigation 
and with Steindorf dead—" 

Gertrude raised her glass aloft again. “But 
you are innocent and truth crushed to the 
earth shall rise again!" A hiccough squeaked 
from her. "Pardon me." 


STORIES 


“THEY ALWAYS 
THEY WANT SOMEONE 


WITH MORE 


THANK YOU SO MUCH FOR TELLING ME 
ABOUT THESE JOBS, MRS. WHITE - I'LL 
START RIGHT IN TRYING TO 

LAND ONE, TOMORROW- : 


-BUT THAT 
WASN'T 
THE REAL 
REASON 


SHE COULONT 
GET 
AJOB 

[5] 


f 
a NEXT DAN - 
| | I'M SORRY, MISS BAKER, | 
| | BUT I THINK MRS. WHITE 

| MISUNDERSTOOD ME. WE 
REALLY NEED SOMEONE , 
WITH MORE 
EXPERIENCE 


L ICOULONT TAKE on | 


A GIRL WITH PIMPLES | 
LIKE THAT! 1 


Ty 


<7 9 S 


' MY DEAR, I'M GOING TO BE 


[ A. ZNO, Mns. WHITE-I | 
| WA HAVENT HAD ANY LUCK.I || VERY PERSONAL. I THINK 
| WZ CAN'T SEEM TO PUT || THE TROUBLE MAY BE YOUR 


SKIN. HAVE YOU EVER TRIED 
EATING FLEISCHMANN'S 
_ YEAST TO CLEAR UP 

| THOSE PIMPLES ? 


MYSELF ACROSS. I 
WISH I KNEW WHAT.. | 


JIMMY- ARE YOu ^ 
SURE YOU'RE NOT ~ 
MAKING UP ALL. 
|THE NICE THINGS 
YOU TELL ME? | 


F SAY- MISS BAKER. | 
"I'VE GOT STILL | 
| ANOTHER TRADE- 

LAST FOR YOU- , 


by clearing skin irritants 
out of the blood 


Copyright, 1936, Standard Brands Incorporated 


WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS, PLEA 


« MOTHER — I'VE GOT ^ JOB! IT'S!) ,^ AND BE Y 

XV / WHERE ALICE WORKS AND SHE SURE TO | | 

V. / | SAYS ONE REASON THEY TOOK ME p THANK HER 

/ à WAS BECAUSE THEY LIKED — / AGAIN FOR 
MY LOOKS! I MUST TELL | TELLING YOU 


(M&S. WHITE! } 


pL ET 


| ABOUT 
|, FLEISCHMANNS 
Y YEAST! 


Don’t let Adolescent Pimples 
be a handicap to YOU 


A the beginning of adolescence—from 
about 13 to 25, or even longer—many 
young people are troubled by pimples. 

During these years, important glands develop 
and final growth takes place. This causes dis- 
turbances throughout the body. The skin gets 
oversensitive. Waste poisons in the blood irri- 
tate this sensitive skin and pimples break out. 

Fleischmann’s fresh Yeast is often prescribed 
to help get rid of adolescent pimples. It clears 
these skin irritants out of the blood. Then 
—pimples go! 

Eat 3 cakes daily—one about % hour before 
each meal. Eat it regularly—plain, or in 
a little water—until your skin clears. Start 
today! 
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FUL 
T AS n 


ROSINA LAWRENCE 
20™ CENTURY FOX STAR 


Choose one of Duart’s Hollywood Hairstyles and your 


hair can be as lovely and alluring as that of any star 


It's the truth! A screen star’s coiffure is her ONE personal feature that you can copy exactly. 
First, send for the FREE book of Duart’s screen star coiffures. Then, take it to your hair- 
dresser and do just as the lovely stars themselves do—demand a genuine Duart Permanent 
Wave. Duart is the only wave endorsed by the Motion Picrure HarnsrvrisTs GuiLp. The 
distinguished members of the Guild are responsible for the beauty care of each and every 
star in all Hollywood Studios. Their highly prized beauty advice has brought glamour and 
allure to many a star. No matter what type or color hair you have, a Duart Permanent 
Wave will bring you new and radiant loveliness. 


Remember to ask for your SEALED package of Duart waving pads for your next permanent. 


Brighten Your Hair with Duart Rinse 


Choose from 12 beautiful shades. No dye—no bleach. 
Rinses the hair “squeaky clean” and adds a touch of sun- 
light. Send 10 cents for a full 2-rinse package and the 
FREE book of Duart’s Screen Star Coiffures. See coupon. 


C DAR ——. 


PERMANENT WAVES 


DEMAND THIS SEALED PACKAGE 
FOR A GENUINE DUART WAVE 


ODark [Honna []Bleck [j Medium SEND 10c FOR HAIR RINSE AND FREE BOOKLET 
Brown Brown t, San Francisco, Calif. En- 
O Chestnut“) Golden (C) White or Golden d find 10c; send 
Brown Brown Gray Blonde 
Often  OTitian OHAM™) G Light 
Reddish Ash 
Brown Blonde 


DUART WAVES ARE THE CHOICE OF THE HOLLYWOOD STARS 


| NEW TYPE 
CREME 
OVERNIGHT 


by DORIS DUMONT 


HELP! I’m becoming hysterical. Phones 
ring, photographers dash in and out, mail 
pours in by the bagful, four secretaries work 
at racing speed to keep up. Who would have 
thought the introduction of this new type 
creme made from milk would have caused 
such a tidal wave of interest. Excuse me if 
I sound breathless and confused. The maga- 
zine has just wired, ‘‘Where is your article— 
you are late," so I'm writing this and eating 
a three o'clock sandwich at the same time 
(no lunch today), for this copy must make 
the next air mail. 


BEAUTY editors of famous magazines and 
newspapers all over the country are writing, 
wiring and telephoning for information to 
give their readers on this, the first beauty 
creme ever made from milk. At the same 
time, stars, social celebrities, and hundreds 
of others just like yourself, dear reader, are 
writing in to say that never in all their lives 
have they used any creme, lotion or soap, 
that produced such marvelous results—and 
so quickly. I'm not good at astrology or 
fortune telling but I predict right here and 


BELOW: Kathleen Burke, 

famed “Panther Wo- 
man" of the screen, re- 
moving her makeup with 
Creme of Milk. 


ABOVE: Gilda Grey, soon 
to be seen in “The Great 
Ziegfeld,” says, “Every 
beauty -wise woman ` 
knows that nothing can 
replace milkonthe skin." 


now that Creme of Milk—that’s the name of 
this new type creme, will revolutionize the 
whole face creme industry. As you perhaps 
know there are thousands of brands of face 
creme, but never before in all the world has 
anyone succeeded in making a face creme 
from pure, fresh, dairy milk. Let me pause 
here and give you briefly the reasons why 
Creme of Milk is such an overnight sensation. 


MILK has been famous as the Number 1 
skin beautifier for thousands (yes, thou- 
sands!) of years. Scientists have now found 
out why. Milk contains certain delicate oils 
that are very closely related to the natural 
oils of the human skin. You see both the milk 
oils and the skin’s own oil are produced by 
the same natural process—glandular secre- 
tion. 


THESE milk oils can penetrate the outer 
skin tissue and the pores more quickly and 
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BEAUTY 
IS 
SENSATION! 


BELOW: Maxine Jen- 
nings, star of “The Wit- 
ness Chair,” RKO Radio 
picture, marvels at the 
quick, easy cleansing 


effected by Creme of Milk. 


asove: Edith Hubner, 
Guild member and head 
of the Hairstyling De- 
partment at Metro-Gold- 
wyn-Mayer, says:" Even 
blase Hollywood has 
never seen any creme to 
equal Creme of Milk." 


more deeply than any face creme ever known 
before. Besides, the milk oils have a revital- 
izing effect on the skin and bothersome 
blackheads, clogged pores, dryness, rough- 
ness, oiliness and other skin surface troubles 
are quickly banished. 


THE skin specialist explains it this way. 
Ordinary cremes, lotions or soaps remove the 
natural oil from the skin at the same time 
the dirt and makeup are removed. Thus, 
almost every woman today is bringing on 
skin trouble by actually starving her skin for 
natural oil. Prove this to yourself, the special- 
ist says, by comparing the skin on your face 
with the skin on other parts of your own body. 


REPLACE the lost natural oil and you will 
quickly win back the natural beauty of your 
complexion. It’s as simple and easy as that. 
But then, aren’t all the best things really 
simple? 


STORES everywhere are being supplied 
with Creme of Milk as fast as possible but 
production is far behind. Best thing to do is 
write direct to me (I'll hire four more secre- 
taries if I have to) and you'll get your first 
jar of Creme of Milk by return mail—post- 
age paid. Send fifty cents for regular size jar 
or $1 for large economy size. Address your 
letter to Doris Dumont, Hollywood, Calif. 
P.S.—Creme of Milk will stay sweet and 
fresh practically forever. 


BELOW: Mrs. Peverell 
Marley, Hollywood so- 
cialite and lovely wife of 
camera expert Marley, 
snapped at headquarters 
of the Motion Picture 
Hairstylists Guild. 


ABOVE: Joan Marsh, 
fascinating young RKO 
star, snapped whileopen- 
ing her first jar of Creme 
of Milk. 


BEAUTY CREME 


made from 


WZ 


Milk replaces lost natural oils 
of the skin —then dryness, 
blackheads, coarse pores and 
other blemishes are banished. 


AMAZING NEW 


No ordinary creme, lotion or soap has 
ever been able to duplicate the amazing 
effects of milk on the skin. And now 
all the beauty benefits of pure fresh 
dairy milk have been made into a de- 
lightful and entirely new type of face 
creme—Duart's Creme of Milk. This is 
the quickest, simplest, easiest and most 
effective beauty treatment ever. Just a 
minute morning and night. You can 
almost feel your skin drinking it in. 
Creme of Milk positively will not grow hair and 
it will stay sweet and fresh no matter how long 
the jar sits on your dressing table. Mail our 
coupon now. You will be delighted and sur- 
prised at the thrilling effects Creme of Milk will 
have on your skin from the very first day. 


All Hollywood Praises Creme of Milk 


Hollywood's "Supreme Court” of beau- 
ty is officially known as the Motion 
Picture Hairstylists Guild. They are re- 
sponsible forthe beauty careofEVERY 
STAR in every stadio in Hollywood. 
All 85 of their official members EN- 
DORSE CREME OF MILK, the only 

i1 face creme they have ever endorsed. 
srei i 
Res LENORE SABINE, President of 
the Motion Picture Hairstylists 
Guild and Head Hairstylist of 
Paramount Studios says: "Creme 
of Milk is truly a NEW TYPE of 


MAE creme, pd nothing else like it 
—every star I know is using it to 
CLARKE brotect the beauty of ber skin,” 


starring in “A House Of A Thousand 
Candles,” a Republic Production, says: 
“Milk has been the finest of all skin 
beautifiers since the beginning of civili- 
zation—and now that science has dis- 
covered how to make a beauty cremefrom 
milk—every woman can easily enjoy its 
marvelous effects on the skin.” 


NINA ROBERTS, Vice President 
of the Motion Picture Hairstylists 
Guild and Head Hairstylist at 
United Artists Studio says: "Creme 
of Milk is tbe greatest cosmetic dis- 
covery of our time. Use it just once 
and you'll never go back to ordin- 
ary cremes,” 


PUART'S 


ereme of milk 


aLL-purpose Faelal ereme 


In 50c and $1 sizes at your 
favorite Cosmetic Counter 
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It’s Stabilized to Resist Runs | 
... Shrinking and Fading | 


UT an end to guesswork in buying under- | 

garments! A new, finer rayon fabric has | 
been developed. It is called Spun-lo. And it 
is stabilized! Made of finest rayon yarns, 
scientifically controlled to assure absolute | 
evenness of texture and uniform tensile | 
strength. No weak spots to break info runs. | 
And a special process gives it a permanently | 
dull lustre. Get Spun-lo 
stabilized rayon in all 
your undergarments. It 
costs no more. As always, 
the price depends on 
styling and workman- 
ship. You'll be amazed 
to find how long it 
wears . . . how beauti- 
fully it fits after 
washing. Also available 


WHEN YOU BUY UNDER- 
GARMENTS . . Zn ad- 
dition to the brand 
name of the. maker, 


| 
LOOK FOR THIS LABEL | 
| 
| 
| 


in men's undergarments. look for this label | 

X y which identifies the | 

neh te AKON Corp. SPUR IAJE Elia. | 
eveland, Ohio underthings. 


(e un- 
The Stabilized Rayon 


Talic 
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Olga stared at her, atremble with a dawn- 
ing idea. Then she dashed for the door. 

As she threw open the Captain’s cabin 
door a few moments later, he rose in aston- 
ishment. “Your Highness! To what do we 
owe the honor of—" 

Lorel and Cragg sat forward with interest. 

"Honor!" Olga stormed "You talk of 
honor! And you treat a Highness like a 
criminal !” 

“I assure you, Your Highness—" 

Her nose was pointed to the ceiling. “If 
there are any more qvestions—investigations 
—ve vill notify our government, ve vill de- 
mand airplanes, submarines—battleships !” 

The Captain blanched, foreseeing interna- 
tional complications. “Battleships!” he 
croaked. “Highness, I assure you it won't be 
necessary.” He glared at the detectives. “I, 
personally, will see that you are not bothered 
any more.” 

Olga was silent with gleeful triumph. At 
the door she turned. “Very vell. But re- 
member, ve are not afraid. Truth crushed 
to the earth, shall rise again!” She bowed 
grandly a-la Gertrude, then skipped away. 


TILL bubbling over with elation the next 

morning, she saw King at the rail. Her 
good spirits evaporated and she tried to 
slip past him. 

He stepped to her side and took her arm. 
“Listen,” he said huskily, “about that prison 
term—I want to explain.” 

“There is no need to—" 

“But there is. Three years ago I was mis- 
takenly identified as a member of a mob that 
owned a night club I was working in. It 
got me a term in prison. Darcy remem- 
bered and tried to shake me down.” 

Her eyes were soft and smoky. “No 
more please. I should have known it could 
not be so terribly if it. vas you," she said 
from a thankful heart. Her face lengthened 
however, as the Captain approached. 

He displayed a radiogram. "Your High- 
ness, I have just received this message from 
the owner of the line to proceed with a strict 
investigation, regardless of rank and per- 
son, 

“Show a little royal blood, Princess,” 
King whispered sharply. “They haven't 
counted you out yet.” He ignored her 
startled exclamation and patted her hand. 
"I've got an idea." 

Back in her suite Olga told Gertrude the 
news. “They've called our bluff, Gertie. 
Do you think Mandini can do anything ?” 

“Yes,” Gertrude returned gloomily, “play 
the concertina." 

The telephone tinkled. The Captain's ex- 
cited voice came over it. "Your Highne: 
I just wanted to tell you it won't be nece: 
sary to radio your government. Mr. Man- 
dini is playing at the ship's concert tonight 
and he has promised to reveal the name of 
the murderer immediately afterwards." 

Bewildered, Olga hung up. Then, in a 
vivid flash, she understood. Rushing out of 
the door, she raced down the corridor to 
King's cabin. 

Without ceremony, she burst in and flung 
the Captain's message at him accusingly. 
“Please tell me how you found out.” 

“I haven’t—yet. I'll know by twelve to- 
night. Steindorf said he knew, didn't he?" 

"And then he was killed," she replied in a 
dead voice. 

King shrugged. “He was out of luck. 
All I've got to do is to stay alive—and then 
tell 'em who tried to kill me. A cinch.” 

“But—but you're doing this for me and—" 
Suddenly, she was saying things she had 
never dreamed of uttering. "King, I can't 
let you put yourself on a spot, thinking 
you're doing it for a fairy princess. You 
see I'm not—" 
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“Okay, Wanda,” King answered quietly. 
“Your real name’s inside your ring,” he 
added as she stared at it in rosy confusion. 
“I found the ring but didn't give it to you 
because I wanted you to tell me yourself.” 

A surging tide of rapture overwhelmed 
her. He loved her, she thought with awed 
gladness. loved her as she loved him. And 
so was doubly precious. “But you can't take 
this risk just to clear me. I'll go to the 
Captain! I'll tell him everything." 

King was thoughtful. "Why, I'm--I'm 
doing it for Publicity," he said triumphantly. 
“If you're Princess Olga and I help you out 
of a spot, it's front page news for me too." 

Slowly, she cooled to ice. It was quite 
clear now. It had all been a commercial 
setup for him. “I see," she said steadily, 
"I'm just to be a background for you. And 
if—if you're successful, I'll owe you my life." 

"What's wrong with that?" King asked, 
stepping closer. 

"No, thanks, Olga returned, fighting 
back a surge of tears, "I'll play ball—but 
if we come clean out of this, you go your 
way and I go mine." 

"Okay, Princess," he said gently as she 
closed the door after her. 


UMBLY, Olga had listened to King 

finish his concertina number to en- 
thusiastic applause from the concert audi- 
ence. Sitting between Gertrude and Lorel, 
she watched him as he disappeared onto the 
dimly lighted deck. 

Her throat seemed to constrict with a 
nameless dread. She turned to Lorel, the 
French police official. “I do not think it is 
safe for Mr. Mandini to be alone now. 
Would you—as a favor to all of us—go with 
him?" 

Lorel stood up. "Yes Highness, if the 
young man will permit." He left the room. 

Smiling mechanically Olga began to pass 
one of the baskets for the Sailors' Fund do- 
nations. Cragg, sitting to her left, made the 
next donation. 

Her eyes riveted on it. It was one of the 
French banknotes she had given Darcy, 
easily identified because if its ducking in the 
aquarium and the tear in the center. 

She took the money to the Captain and in 
a rush of words explained her suspicions. 
He beckoned to Cragg. 

Acquainted with the facts, the latter 
looked at Olga incredulously. "Why—I won 
that in a poker game with Lorel and a 
stranger from Boston." 

Olga came to her feet, remembering the 
figure she had glimpsed just after Steindorí's 
murder in Petroff's cabin! A` disguised 
criminal! She darted out of the door, with 
the Captain and Cragg after her. 

Stepping into Cabin B-50, she scanned 
the contents of the room, her senses keyed 
up. Then her glance lighted on the dresser. 
It was but a few seconds work to tear loose 
the cards attached to the under side of the 
drawer by means of thumb tacks. 

'Three different passports were revealed, 
one of a bewhiskered Russian labeled Nicolai 
Petroff, one of Lorel and the third of a 
mustached face beneath which was printed, 


“Paul Merko"—the escaped murderer 
thought to be on board. 
“Paul Merko!” Olga shrieked and a 


dreadful shudder ran through her. “Why, 
this is Lorel, too, and Petroff. They all are 
Merko!” 

Wildly she raced for the deck before any 
one had the wit to stop her. From one deck 
to another she sped, searching for King and 
the desperate criminal she had unwittingly 
sent to guard him. 

Then she saw them. King and Lorel were 
standing near the rail. There was a sharp 
gleam of steel in Lorel's hand. 
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“So Monsieur, you did see me as I left 
Steindorf's cabin," Lorel was saying coolly. 
“And it was very clever of you to attempt 
to trap me into attacking you here. But as 
you see, it is dark and no one will guess— 
for the young lady herself sent me.” 

"Okay," King said softly, "I know you've 
got me. But just tell me one thing. What 
happened to the real Lorel?” 

The man shrugged. “I was planning to 
board the boat under the name of Petroff. 
Lorel recognized me on the boat train. Onc 
of us had to die. Then Darcy recognized me 
and attempted blackmail. And Steindorf 
found my three passports. I had to kill all 
three of them.” 

Olga felt her blood freeze as she saw King 
being manoeuvered to the rail. 


“No, no!” she cried hysterically. “You 
can't! You can't—" 
Then, miraculously, King's valet was 


stepping out of the shadows, a revolver close 
to Lorel's ribs. "If you'll just put up your 
hands, sir," he said courteously. 

"Never—l die my own way," came the 
mad, exultant reply. And with an agile 
spring Lorel was over the rail, dropping, 
dropping, down beneath the surface to his 
watery grave. 


HE paper, giving details of Lorel's ex- 

posure by King Mandini were already 

on the boat, as it stood docked in New York 
Harbor the next morning. 

King carefully creased them into precise 


sections. “Nothing in here to make any 
trouble. You're still a Princess," he said 
to Olga. He extended his hand. "Well, 


goodbye and good luck." 

"Good—bye?" Her voice was small and 
shattered. 

King smiled at her fixedly. "Remember 
—you said it. When we were cleared, you'd 
go your way and I'd go mine. Well—I'm 
on my way. Solong." He turned abruptly 
and headed for his cabin. 

Before Olga could take a step forward she 
found herself besieged by an army of re- 
porters and photographers. Questions buzzed 
around her head like insects. Then a micro- 
phone was thrust before her. 

“This is the Princess Olga of Sveden,” 
she began tonelessly, “talking to the great 
American people—” her voice broke. “—Oh 
gosh, I’m just Wanda Nash of Brooklyn. 
I've been a fake—" there was a mighty still- 
ness from the crowd, “—and now I'm com- 
ing home on the l-level." 

"She's ill, she's raving, she's in love,” 
screamed Lady Gertrude. 

A man was shouting at Olga excitedly. 
“Im Johnson of the International Films 
Company." 

“I know," Olga quavered, “I’ve broken 
my contract, but I don't care." 

“Don’t be silly,” Johnson yelled, "Princess 
surrenders title for love. You're front page 
box-office—" 

But the "Princess" was rapidly moving 
out of earshot. 

Stalking into King's cabin, she faced him 
with flashing eyes. "Do you think you could 
walk into my life—get me all stirred up in- 
side, and then walk out?” 

King stepped up close and took her in a 
hungry embrace. “Let me get this. Am I 
supposed to take you under my wing and 
protect you for the rest of my life?" 

A smile sweet and ineffably tender, 
started in her eyes, then rippled to her lips. 
"Yes," she said so softly that it was more 
a caressing sound than a word. 

It was, in fact, the beginning of a series of 
such sounds. Anyone listening, might have 
said that two young people, very much in 
love, were exchanging kisses. 

And anyone would have been right. 
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THEN SHE 
FREEZES UP— 


AND MOVES ACROSS 
THE AISLE! 


HERE | WAS THINKING 
PD FOUND THE ONE AND 
ONLY,..WHAT DO YOU MAKE 
, OF THE SUDDEN COLD 
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WELL, LETS GET 

ON AGAIN,-SAY, IF 

YOU REALLY WANT 
X TO KNOW, FRED... 


et wi di X 
$O THAT EVENING 
WHAT CAUSES MOST BAD BREATH? $ 
IMPROPERLY CLEANED TEETH! N 
RECOMMEND THE DAILY USE OF COLGATE DENTAL ' 


CREAM BECAUSE ITS SPECIAL PENETRATING „~ 


FOAM GETS TEETH REALLY CLEAN! / 
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+ SHE SAID SOMETHING 
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TEETH SO BRIGHT 
AND CLEAN! 


^ YOU HAVE MY 
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Most Bad Breath Begins 
with the Teeth! 


EMEMBER this important fact—and take the sare 

way to avoid bad breath! Use Colgate Dental 
Cream. Its special penetrating foam removes decay- 
ing food deposits lodged between the teeth, along 
the gums, and around the tongue—which dentists 
agree cause most bad breath. At the same time, a 
unique, grit-free ingredient polishes the enamel— 
makes teeth sparkle. 

Try Colgate Dental Cream—today! Brush your 
teeth... your gums... your tongue... with Colgate's. 
If you are not entirely satisfied after using one tube, 
send the empty tube to COLGATE, Jersey City, N. J. 
We will refund TWICE what you paid, 
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Here's MY SECRET 
OF A LOVELY SKIN” 


This advertisement is 
based on an actual expe- 
rience reported in an un- 
solicitedletter.Subscribed 
and sworn to before me. 
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jm YOU are one of the thousands 
of unhappy girls who are looking for the 
TRUTH about ugly skin blemishes, erup- 
tions, and pimples—who want to be re- 
lieved of embarrassment—let the above true 
experience encourage you. It is typical of 
countless letters of gratitude from women 
who have disposed of skin trouble and won 
back their charm with the help of pleasant- 
tasting Yeast Foam Tablets. 


If you, too, are embarrassed by a skin 
marred with ugly blemishes—let Yeast Foam 
Tablets show you the way to regain your 
beauty. By supplying vital corrective ele- 
ments, they rid the body of the poisons 
which cause such trouble—quickly, natu- 
rally, without discomfort. Get Yeast Foam 

7 Tablets today, and regain the 
beauty of a lovely, clear skin. 


Ask 
Foam Tablets today — and refuse 
substitutes. Send for Free Sample. 

‘NORTHWESTERN YEAST CO., | 
1750 N. Ashland Áve., Chicago, Ill. ! 
Please send free introductory pack- 


age of Yeast Foam Tablets. FG-6-36 
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HF, famous Richard Dix secret ranch 

in the San Fernando Valley is no more. 
For as many years as I can remember, 
Richard has kept his ranch hidden away 
in the valley, even going so far as to blind- 
fold his guests so they wouldn't discover 
its location. But now it’s gone on the auc- 
tion block, and the Dix family will move to 
more spacious quarters. 


ie HASN'T been told before, but Wini- 
fred Shaw, Warner Brothers' young 
starlet who gave such a thrilling per- 
formance as the evangelist in A1 Jolson's 
The Singing Kid, has three small chil- 
dren who live with her mother in New 
York. Wini has been so busy working 
since she arrived in the film city, she 
hasn't seen them in over a year. But twice 
a week, regularly, Winifred rises at 5:30 
in the morning to talk to each of them 


| over the telephone before they leave for 


school. When she visits them in the near 
future, she's going to have victrola rec- 
ords made of each of them so she won't 
miss them so much when she returns to 
the Coast. 


RCHIE MAYO, the genial director of 
I Married A Doctor can dish it out, but 


| he can take it, too. Actors, cameramen and 


crew all welcome the opportunity of work- 
ing on a Mayo picture, just because it's so 
darned much fun. Archie never misses an 
opportunity to play some kind of a gag and 
às a result there's always an air of bustling 
convinciality on his set. During the making 
of I Married A Doctor, the tables were 
turned. Everyone ganged up on Archie dur- 
ing the entire time of shooting. However, 
on. the last day of shooting, he got even in 
a big way. Archie issued a call for actors, 


crew and everyone connected with the pic- 
ture for 7:15 a. m. Upon arriving at the 
studio, they were casually informed there 
would be no shooting that day! Mayo had 
made them all get up at the crack of dawn 
to find it out! 


AN ORCHID to Kay Francis for one 
of the nicest gestures I've heard of 
in a long time. When Mary Gordon, the 
sweet old character actress, went into 
her first scene of Florence Nightingale 
with Kay, she was completely overcome. ` 
Kay, she had told everyone, was her very 
favorite actress. But when it came to act- 
ing in a scene with her idol, she couldn't 
go through with it and was terribly em- 
barrassed when she blew up in her lines 
completely Kay was very gracious and 
insisted that they rehearse the scene 
again. The old lady was still terribly ner- 
vous. Just then an unexpected thing hap- 
pened, Kay, too, muffed her lines! 

“You see," she smiled at Mary Gordon, 
"Anyone is apt to make a mistake. Now 
I've done it, myself." 

To those who were watching closely, it 
was obvious what had happened. I caught 
that little gleam in Kay's eye which told 
me she had deliberately blown up in her 
lines to restore the old lady's confidence. 


HERE'S no telling what that pair of 

funsters, Joan Blondell and Glenda Far- 
rell will do next. Lunching at the Brown 
Derby the other noon, they were approached 
by a fan for autographs. Just for the fun 
of it, Joan signed Glenda's name and Glenda 
signed Joan's. The boy was most confused, 
looked at both of them intently, and walked 
away, muttering to himself: "Well, maybe 
I'm wrong !" 


Beauty for You 


[Continued from page 31] 


probably the reason why she is one of 
the most popular stars in Hollywood. 

Miss Sothern's beauty aids consist of 
amazing new cream which has been 
blended from rich oils that are most bene- 
ficial to the skin. This cream is the one 
she uses when she takes her sunbaths, 
and at night before retiring. It is priced 
at $1.00, 75c, 50c, and 20c. 

The special astringent she uses is made 
especially to restore and prevent loose, 
sagging tissues. It should be patted into 
your skin, to stimulate circulation and 
tone your skin generally. This excellent 
product is priced at $2.25 for a most at- 
Want the trade name? 

Ann's choice of refreshing skin tonic 
is one that is delightfully fragrant. It is 
scented with true floral perfumes and 
keeps your skin dry and cool while you 
are frolicking in the sunshine. For $1.10 
you may purchase a bottle that contains 
enough lotion for many, many treatments. 

That gorgeous shade of lipstick she 
wears during the day is an orange-red that 
fatters her already beautiful coloring. 
One application will stay on for several 
hours. À bargain at only 55c for the at- 
tractive silver and red case. 


PLE 


ADVERTISEMENTS, 


Her rouge is made by hand in Paris 
and imported by the manufacturer who 
has the lipstick. There are several shades 
and it’s priced at 60c. 

The mascara she uses is water-proof. 
It gives your lashes and eyes that added 
beauty which will weaken the heart of 
the strongest male. It is made up in 
cream form and easily applied with the 
little eyelash brush that comes along with 
the package for only 50c. 

When Miss Sothern has her wet sham- 
poo twice a month she uses a new dis- 
covery which is neither soap nor oil. It 
eliminates every particle of dust and dan- 
druff and leaves your hair sparkling with 
cleanliness. You'll be thrilled with the 
lustrous appearance this shampoo gives 
your silken locks. This excellent product 
is priced at only 60c. 

When she has the ends of her beautiful 
locks waved she goes to a competent 
operator and has a permanent which is 
guaranteed to give natural, soft waves 
that are a boon to any girl’s beauty. The 
wave pads used are scientifically prepared 
and the sealed package insures absolute 
cleanliness and safety. I'll be happy to 
send you the trade name. 


Mention Romantic Movie STORIES 


For store in your city featuring Catalina 
swim suits. 


rmingham, Alabama 
Burger Phillips Co. 
Mobile, Alabama 

L. Hammel Dry Gds, Co. 
Phoenix, Arizona 

Diaménd Dry Gds., Co. 

ne, 

Tucson, Arizona | — 
Albert Steinfield & Co., Inc. 
Yuma, Arizona 

E. F. Sauguinett 
Little Rock, Arkansas 
Pfeifer Bros. Inc. 
rkeley, € 
SE E wink & Son, 
Fresno, Califor 

E. Gottschalk & Co 
Hollywood, 
Hollywood Knit Shop 


Ine. 


Ine. 


Long Beach, California 
Buffum's, In 
Los Angeles, Califo 


Broadway Dept. 


C. Nash & Co.. Inc. 

lernardino, Cal 

is Com 

San Diego, Ca 
Lion Clothing 

San Francisco, 


Emporium," Inc. 
Santa Cruz, California 
Samuel Leask & * 
Ine. t 
Santa Monica, California 
Sponberg's. Inc. 
Stockton; orni 


Katten & Marengo, Inc. 
Denver, Colorado 
The May Company 
Bridgeport, Connecticut 
Meigs & Co., Inc. 
New London, Connecticut 
Blair's 
Stamford, Connecticut 
he C. O. Miller Co. 
mington, Delaware 
ard Pyle & Co. 
Washington, 
Palais Royal, Inc. 
Jacksonville, Flori: 
Ud stores) 


Bu The. 
Miami Beach, Florida 
Nelsons Dept. Store 
Oriando, Florida 
Yowell-Drew Co. 
St. Petersburg, Florida 
‘Willson-Chase Co. 
Tampa, Florida 
O. Falk's Dept. Store, 
Inc. 
Atlanta, Georgi 
Regenstein’s Peachtree 


Stores. 
Macon, Georgia 
The Union Dry Gds. Co. 
Rome, Georgia 
The Fahy Store 
Boise, Idaho 
Falk Mercantile Co., Ltd. 
Aurora, Ilinois 
Alshuler Bi 
Belleville 


Champaign, Mlinoi 
TC Wins Dept, Store 
Chicago, Illinois. 
Marshall Field & Co. 
Decatur, Ilinois 


Gebhart-Gushard Co, 
Eigin, Minois. 

Ackerman Bros. 
Evanston, Miinoi 


Inc. 


Sotingfi 
pringfie 
Myers Bros, 
Evansville, Indiana 
Sain Bros, 
Fort Wayne, a 
Patterson’ Fletcher Co. 
ne. 
Lafayette, Indiana 
Loeb & Hene Company 


I 
South Bend, ind 


na 
Robertson Bros. Dept 
Store, Inc 
Terre Haute, Indiana 


Root Dry ‘Goods Co. 
Vincennes, Indiana 
H, Brokhage & Sons 
Burlington, lowa 
Klein Co 
Moines, lowa 
Bros. 


Ine. 


Davidson Bros. Co. 
Waterloo, lowa 

Lauerman Bros, Co. 
Hutchinson, Kansas 

TLevinsons Dept. Store 
Leavenworth, Kan 

Ettenson Dry Goods Co. 
Topeka, Kansas 

Palace Clothing Co. 
Wichita, Kansas 

Rorabaugh Dry Gds. Co 
Covington, Kentucky 

The John R. Conpin Co. 
Alexandria, Loui 

Weiss & Goldring Co. 


Rosenfie! 
Co., Ltd. 
Lake Charles, 
Wallace & 
Hobert 
Monroe, Loui 
Masur Bros. 
New Orleans, Loui 
Leon God 


Louisiana 
Walter 


. Co. 
altimore, 
The May 
Cumberland, 


ry! 
Company 
Maryland 
Rosenbaum Bros.. Ine. 


Springfield, Massachusetts 
Albert Steiger 
Worces 


Massachusetts 


Smith Bridgeman & Co. 
Grand Rapids, 
me Dry Gas. Co 


Ware 
Jackson, Michigan 
L. H. Field Company 


+ Michigan 
TW, Knapp Co. 


Minneapolis, Minnesota 
John W. Thomas & Co. 

$t. Paul, Minnesota 
'Schuneman's & 


Manheimer's 


sippi 
3. Northrop Co. 
Missouri 


st. Jo eph. Missouri 
outh Clo. Co., Inc. 
St. Louie, Missouri 
Famous Barr Company 
Missoula, Montana 
Missoula Merc. C. 
Grand island, Nebr: 
S. N. Wolbach Sons, 


In 
Lincoln," Nebraska 

Miller & Paine, Inc, 
Nebraska 


Dress Shop, Ine. 
Manchester, N. Hamp. 
Pariseau's, Inc. 
Asbury Park, New Jersey 
Tepper Bros., Inc. 
Newark, New Jersey 
ahne mpan 
New Brunswick, N- J. 
P. J. Young D. G 
(Nevius Bros. C 
Buffalo, New York 
: Adam & Company 
a ra Falls, New York 
MeLeod-Joninson Co.. 
ne. 
Rochester, New York 
W. Edwards & 


New York 
Fertig's Specialty 
Shops, Inc. 
Asheville, ‘North Carolina 
M. V. Moore & Company 
Chariotte, North Caroi 
J; B. Ivey & Company 
North Carolina 
lis Stone 


Co. 


Sons. 


Co., 


Ine. 
Greensboro, North Carolina 


Vanstory Clothing Co.. 
Raleigh: North €. 

E. J isherg 
Winston-Salem, 


Akron, Ohi 
M, eil Company 


John § 

Cleveland, 
May Company 

Dayton, Ohio 
Jonnston-Shelton Co. 


Ohio 


Steubenville, Ohio 
Cooper Kline Co. 
Toledo, Ohio 
Tho Lion Dry Goods Co 


Youngstown, Ol 
Strouss Hurahivors Co. 
Muskogee 
Calhou nods Co. 
Oklahom; 
John A. Brown D. G. Co. 
Tulsa, Oklahoma 


Brown Dunkin Co., Inc. 
Portland, Oregon 
Lipman, Wolfe & Co. 
McKeesport, Pennsylvania 
amous Co. I 


F 
Philadelphia, 
Jas. S. Jones & 
Pittsburgh, Penneyt 
Joseph Horne Com 
Providence, Rhode Island 
Irving Nay 
Greenville, South Carolina 
Tvey-Kelth Company 
Spartanburg, S; €. 
August W. Smith Co. 
Knoxville, Tennessee 
Anderson Dulin-Varnell 


Co. 
Memphis, Tennessee 
B. Lowenstein & Bros., 


Ine. 
Nashville, Tennessee 


Abilene, Texas 
Ernest Grissom, Inc, 
Amarillo, Texas 
Blackburn 
Beaumont, Te: 
White House D. G. Co. 
Christi, Texas 


A Harris & Company 
EI Paso, Texas C 
uiar Dry Gds. 
Fort Worth, Texas 
W. C. Stripling Co. 
Galveston, M: 


Co. 


Robert ghen, Inc. 
Houston, 
Foley’ Bros; D. G. Co. 


San Antonio, Texas 
Joske Bros. 


s 
in Migel Co. 
Salt Lake City, Utah 
Paris C. 
Danville, Virgi 
Belk-Leggett Co., 
Norfolk, Virginia 
Rices Fashion Corner, 
Ine. 
Richmond, Vir 
se ferry Burk ue. 
in ington 
3. B. Wahl 


Everett, Washington 
rand Leader . Co. 
ttle, Washington 
rederick & Nelson 
Spokane, Washington 
Palace Kemp & Hebert, 
nc. 
Charleston West Virginia 
Coyl & Richardso: 
Clarksburg, West V 
The Parsons-Souders Co. 
Huntington, West Virginia 
Anderson Newcomb Co. 
Parkersburg, West Virginia 


08, & 
ig, West Vi 


Inc, 


inia 


Hi 


inia 
E. Stifel Co. 
Wisconsin 

Block" Bros 

waukee, 


Cimber Bross Tne. 


WHEN ANSWERING 


“What! Go to bed? . . . Well, that's a a dirty trick! We let you 
get us dressed up, and we did stunts for your old company 
... and now your dinner’s ready, you pack us off to bed!” 


“We won't lie down and go to sleep! Not one eye will we 
close all night long. . . you'll see how much noise twins can 
make! Our feelings are hurt—and we're prickly and cross!” 


ADVERTISEMENTS, 


“Ah-h. . . ! She's getting the Johnson's Baby Powder! (Good 
teamwork, eh? ) When we get rubbed with that silky-slick 
powder, we'll purr like kittens. Mother—we forgive you!” 


“Pm Johnson's Baby Powder —the comfort and joy 
of millions of babies, because I soothe away prickly 
heat and all the little chafes and irritations that 
make them cross. The talc l'm made of is the finest, 
rarest Italian kind —no gritty particles and no orris- 
root. And I have three jud in taking care of 
babies skins— Johnson's Baby Soap, Baby Cream 


and Baby Oil. Try them, too!” g 
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Thousands Say It’s Quickest Way to Add Lbs. 

of Solid Flesh—Make You Strong and Rugged— 

Make You Sleep, Eat and Feel Better—Advise 
Seedol Kelpamalt for Best Resulta! 


Here's new hope aud encouragement for thou- 
sands of even naturally skinny, weak, worn out, 
haggard-looking men and women whose énergy 
and strength have been sapped by overwork and 
worry, who are nervous, irritable, always half sick 
and ailing. Science says one of the principal causes 

hese rundown conditions is “GLANDS STARV- 
ING FOR IODINE.” When these glands don't 
work properly, all the food in the world can't heln 

It just isn't turned into flesh. The result 
kinny, pale, tired-out and rundown. 
important gland—the one which 
actually controls body weight and strength-building 

-needs a definite ration of NATURAL AS- 
SIMILABLE IODINE all the time—to regulate 
metabolism the bod process of converted diges- 
ed food into firm flesh, new strength and energy. 


Thousands y. for NATURAL IODINE in 
onvenient concentrated and assimilable form, take 
'edol Kelpamalt now recognized as the world’s 
hest source of this precious substance, It con- 
tains 1,300 times more iodine than oysters, once 
considered the best source. 6 tablets alone contain 
more NATURAL IODINE than 486 Ibs, of 
spinach or 1,387 lbs. of lettuce, 

Try Seedol Kelpamalt for one week and notice the differ- 
ence. 1f you don't gain at least 5 lbs. of "stay there 
flesh," feel stronger, eat better and sleep better, the trial 
is free, 100 jumbo size Seedol Kelpamalt Tablets—four to 
five times the size of ordinary tablets—cost but a few cents 
a day to u Get Seedol Kelpamalt today. —Seedol 
Kelpamalt is sold at all good drug stores. If your dealer 
has not yet received his supply, send $1.00 for special 
introductory size bottle of 65 tablets to the address below, 


SPECIAL FREE OFFER 

Write, togay for fascinating instructive 50-page book on 
How to Add Weight Quickly. Mineral contents of Food 
and their effects on the human body. New facts about 
NATURAL IODINE. Standard weight and measurement 
charta, Dally menus for weight building. Absolutely 
free, No oblixation. Kelpamalt Co., Dept. 825, 27-33 
West 20th St., New York City. 


Manufacturer's, Note:—Infertor products, 
malt preparations—in Imitation of the 
Kelpamalt are being offered as substitutes, 
Company wil reward for information covering any case 
ere n imitation product has been represented as the 
nal Seedol Relpamalt. Don't be fooled, Demand genu- 
ine Seedol Kelpsmalt "Tablets. "They are easily assimilated, 
do not upset stomach nor injure teeth. Results guaranteed 
or money back 
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ADVERTISEMENTS, 


On our tour you may see 
a scene before cameras like 
this one of Shirley Temple 
on the 20th Century-Fox lot 


Hollywood 


By JACK 


OU'RE invited ! 
Where? 

To our second annual Movieland Tour! 
Yes, we want you to be our guest on one of 
two special trains leaving Chicago July 19 
and August 9. Not only is there a wonder- 
ful across continent tour in store for you, 
with stops at Rainier National Park, Seattle, 
San Francisco, Denver, Salt Lake and other 
points, but you will see Hollywood behind 
the scenes and be guests of that famous 
cowboy star, Ken Maynard, at his special 
wild west show. 

The Hollywood tour idea got underway 
last year, when RoMANTIC MovrE STORIES 
discovered the large number of people who 
wanted to visit the film capital —provided 
the vacation trip could be made economi- 
cally. And it is an economical trip as we 


You will get 
a souvenir 
from Max 


Factor and 
be shown 
through his 
new cosmet- 
ic plant—if 
you go 
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have planned it, a huge house party with 
special chartered trains, and special group 
rates for hotels, meals and entertainment. 

And just as important as the low cost is 
the fact that the western office of this maga- 
zine has the facilities for showing you Hol- 
lywood behind the scenes as no one else may 
see it. 

Here is the program for your entertain- 
ment in Hollywood : 

Arrive on Sunday (both trips) at noon. 
Go to the Roosevelt Hotel, which is Tour 
headquarters, and prepare for the big sur- 
prise party in the evening and your first 
meeting with the stars. ‘This party is to be 
held at the world famous Brass Rail on 
Hollywood Boulevard. The entertainment 
planned for this popular café is a surprise— 
so no more of that for the moment. 


Movie STORIES 


Monday is set aside for a big treat—a trip 
to a studio. The first tour (leaving Chi- 
cago July 19) will visit the 20th Century- 
Fox lot, home of Shirley Temple, Victor 
McLaglen, Ronald Colman, Rochelle Hud- 
son, Janet Gaynor, Loretta Young. The 
second tour (leaving Chicago August 9) will 
visit Universal Studio. It is this studio that 
recently completed Sutter's Gold and also 
gave us Irene Dunne in Showboat, Carole 
Lombard in Love Before Breakfast. It is 
just possible that Universal’s new film, My 
Man, Godfrey, starring Carole Lombard and 
William Powell will be before the cameras. 

Then a trip through Beverly Hills to see 
the homes of the stars and back to the hotel 
to dress for the big banquet at the Biltmore 
Bowl. This is going to be a grand windup 
for a perfect day, with stars invited to be 
with us at our tables, and with dancing to 
the music of Jimmy Grier's orchestra. 

'Tuesday is circus day. Ken Maynard 
wants us to lunch with his circus performers. 
Ken has gone into the desert to round up a 
bunch of real Indians for his show, and with 
his fifteen-train circus all set up at Ken's 
ranch, things are humming. It’s a real 
Western circus, of course, and Ken Maynard 
is the star of it. 

The afternoon brings the annual cocktail 
party at the home of a star. Paula Stone, 
daughter of the famed Fred Stone, and 
featured in Warner Bros. Pictures, will be 
the hostess for the first party. On the sec- 
ond tour, Donald Woods, handsome leading 
man on the screen will be host. 

After dinner at the Roosevelt you are in- 
vited to inspect Max Factor's cosmetic plant 
a few blocks from the hotel, and be his guest 
at a party for you. Special souvenirs will 
be given to ladies of the party. 

'The Factor plant is the beauty hub of 
Hollywood, for he makes the rouge, lipstick 
and powder for the actresses and supplies the 
studios with make-up. Four different make- 
up rooms are maintained here, one for each 
type of beauty—blonde, brunette, brownette 
and redhead. 

Wednesday is given over to an ocean voy- 
age to Catalina Island, pleasure resort of 
southern California. And the next day the 
party leaves for home with stop-overs at 
the interesting places on the way back. 

Two weeks of glorious fun and a circus 
all for you! 

Truly, this is a vacation you can not afford 
to miss. Only 200 persons can be accomo- 
dated on each trip, so get your reservations 
in early. An illustrated booklet containing 
full particulars will be sent you if you ad- 
dress your inquiry to Joe Godfrey, Jr., 
Movieland Tour Manager, 360 North Michi- 
gan Blvd., Chicago, Ill. 

When writing for the booklet be sure and 
enclose a three cent stamp with your letter 
to defray postage. If you do not send the 
stamp we can not send you the booklet. 


$500 CONTEST 


Watch for winners in the big 
"Names Contest" conducted in 
the March, April, May issues of 
this magazine. Perhaps you won 
some di the $500 cash, a Wire 


Haired terrier from Myrna Loy, a 
Scottie pup from Ginger Rogers 
or a puppy son of Rin-Tin-Tin, Jr. 
See next month's ROMANTIC 
MOVIE STORIES, on sale June 
10. Winners’ names will be pub- 
lished soon. 
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Cleanses! Deodorizes! (Not a contraceptive.) 


That panicky doubt—that fear of em- 
barrassment— what woman hasn't 
known it? 

Would you like to banish it forever? 
Then try Modess—the new and different 
sanitary pad. Z/'s certain-safe! Invisible! 


You can always be confident—with 
certain-safe Modess. 

It stays safe—no striking through— 
as with many ordinary reversible pads. 
Notice specially treated material on sides 
and back. 

It stays soft—no chafing—the edges 
remain dry. Wear 4/ue line on moisture 
proof side away from body for complete 
protection. 


EE 
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End “accident panic"— 


ask for Certain-Safe 


Modess! 


The Improved Sanitary Pad 
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Try N-O-V-O—the safe, easy-to-use, douche powder in its new Blue and Silver Box. 
At your drug or department store 
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"No more tired, 
"Jet-down feeling’ for me." 


px pr 


“I reasoned that 
my red blood corpuscle strength 
was low and I simply 
took a course of S.S.S. Tonic 
and built it back." 


T is all so simple and reasonable. If your Í 
physical let-down is caused by lowered | 


red blood corpuscles—which is all too fre- 


quent—then S.S.S. Tonic is waiting to help | 


you...and will unless you have a serious 
organie trouble that demands a physician 
or surgeon, 


Remember, S.S.S. is not just a so-called | 
“tonic,” It is a tonic specially designed to | 
stimulate gastric secretions, and also has | 
the mineral elements so very, very necessary | 
in rebuilding the oxygen-carrying red cor- | 


puscles in the blood. 


This two-fold purpose is important. Diges- | 


tion is improved...food is better utilized 


...and thus you are enabled to better "carry | 


on" without exhaustion—as you should. 
You may have the will-power to be “up 


and doing? but unless your blood is in top | 
notch form you are not fully yourself and 


you may remark, “I wonder why I tire so 
easily." 


Let S.S.S. help build back your blood | 
if your case is not exceptional, you | 


tone. 
should soon enjoy again the satisfaction of 


appetizing food,..sound sleep... steady | 


nerves...a good complexion...and re- 
newed strength. 


S.S.S. is sold by all drug stores in two 
convenient sizes. The $2 economy size is 
twice as large as the $1.25 regular size and 
is sufficient for two weeks treatment. Begin 
on the uproad today. Q S.S.S. Co. 


Makes you 
feel like 
yourself 

again 


The Ex-Mrs. Bradford 


[Continued from page 20] 


it, then, with a decisive shrug, ripped 
it open. Five packages of money wrapped 
in bands on which was printed, "$25,000," 
met his startled eyes. One hundred and 
twenty-five thousand dollars! 

Brad gathered his amazed wits and sprang 
into action. Stuffing the bills into his pockets, 
he ripped up some magazine sheets, and con- 
trived a bundle of the approximate thickness 
of the money. This he placed in the desk 
drawer. Then he made a hurried departure. 

Outside, he hailed a cab, driving exactly 
one block, while a five-dollar bill completely 
mollified the offended driver. Then, cau- 
tiously, he circled back, making his way up 
to his apartment. As he silently opened the 
door to his office, he again received a glimpse 
of the scar-faced man from the glow of the 
latter's flashlight as its beam jabbed at the 
desk. 

"Put 'em up," Bradford said sharply, his 
revolver in hand. 

Instantly, the room went black and there 
was the sound of a pistol shot from near 
the desk. Brad hurled himself forward to- 
ward the dimly seen figure before him. Only 
the sounds of heavy breathing could be 
heard, as he struggled savagely with his op- 
ponent. 

The door opened and light streamed in, 
disclosing Paula. A huge model of a skull 
from Brad's office was raised high in her 
hands. "Hold him Brad. I'll clunk him," 
she shrieked. Then, with a resounding 
thwack, she brought the skull squarely down 
on Brad's defenseless head. 

Hours later, Brad was sitting up in bed, 
his head thoroughly swathed in bandages. 
Paula was perched beside him on the coun- 
terpane. "Look Brad, we've got to talk," 
she coaxed soothingly. "You see dear, it's 
not safe—" 

"— pot safe to have you around," he fin- 
ished feelingly. "Please go away," he 
moaned. "Let me suffer in peace." 

Her mouth puckered woefully. “Oh—all 
right, I only meant to help—" She stood up 
and walked dejectedly to the door. 

“Paula, just a minute,” Brad called. 
“You forgot something.” 

She hurried to his side. “What, dear?” 

“This” 

And for one glorious moment, missing 
scalpels, Mike North and murderous in- 
truders were all forgotten as the delectable 
sweetness of Paula’s lips were once again 
his. 


qp PTOEING carefully through the liv- 
ing room the next morning so that he 
would not awaken Paula, Brad opened the 
door to his office. He was just in time to 
hear Miss Prentiss' breathless, hurried 
words as she spoke into the telephone. 

“You've got to get out of it," she was say- 
ing shrilly, “you promised me—" As Brad- 
ford appeared she broke off hastily and hung 
up. Then, patently trying to cover up her 
nervousness, she quickly reeled off the list of 
Brad's appointments for the day. 

Glancing at her queerly he asked for Mike 
DER telephone number and proceeded to 

ial it. 

"Yes?" a deep voice, oddly familiar, asked, 
when the connection had been made. 

"Is this Mike North?" 

“Yes, this is—" the voice suddenly broke 
into a treble. "—Mike North." 

Brad suppressed an inclination to shout 
with laughter. Take any address or tele- 
phone number and it would be sure to turn 


up that most irrepressible of all darlings- 
Paula. 

"Paula, what 
Where's Mike?" 

“T went out early this morning but Mike's 
not here," she informed him. "By the way. 
did you miss me?" 

"Miss you?" He grinned. "Why should 
I? What have you done to deserve such 
honor? Anyhow, honey, when I see Mike, 
I'll tell him you're looking for him." 

'Though Brad's day was pretty well filled 
with appointments he headed first for the 
race track where the tragedy had taken place. 
A stable boy informed him that everyone 
was out watching Luxury run. And seated 
on the fence rail was Nick Martel, the gam- 
bler, clocking the horses. 

Brad approached him. "Have you seen 
Mike North around this morning?” 

"No," Nick returned shortly. 

"Funny. He ought to be around here." 

Nick's voice was bitter. "Not today he 
won't. . I got a hunch he'll be missing a long 
time." 

Brad shot him a keen, penetrating glance. 
"Funny you should say that after last night. 
But don't worry. I won't ask any questions 
about your friend who burglarized my place 
or where my missing scalpel is. I'll leave 
that to the police. What I want to know is— 
where's Mike North?” 

"Look, Doc." Nick thrust a heavy bluish 
jaw close to Brad's face. "Stick to your 
doctoring. It'll be a lot healthier." 

Brad sighed and drew out his watch. "That 
appears to be my only alternative. In ex- 
actly twenty-eight minutes I have to start 
opening a man's stomach. Perhaps one day 
I can do as much for you." 

Weary to the bone after the fatiguing day 
at the hospital, Brad returned to his apart- 
ment to find Paula waiting for him and 
bursting with news. 

"Brad darling—here, slip into your 
smoking jacket." 

He eyed it interestedly as she helped him 
into it. “Say, where did that come from? 
I've looked every place for it." 

Her face was suffused with a shy pink. 
“This jacket has been every place I've been. 
Honolulu, Bali, China and points west." 

He slipped his arm around her waist and 
drew her close. "Paula, sweet, it's so won- 
derful having you here." Then he pulled 
himself together. "But that's beside the point. 
What's the latest?" 

Rapidly, she explained. Miss Prentiss 
had left early, saying she was ill. And only 
an hour later, Paula had seen her, lunching 
in a fashionable cocktail bar with, of all 
people Nick Martel, 

“That’s a puzzler." Brad unsuccessfully 
pondered this fresh angle. 

"And now, in here for the rest of it." 
Drawing him into the dining room, she 
waited until they were both seated at the 
table. "Now look." She took a large help- 
ing of jello and slapped it on her arm. "Do I 
look all right?" 

Brad's eyes bulged. 
silly to me." 

"But," she leaned forward and whispered 
eerily, "Eddie Sands looked mighty dead 
from it. Because that's what—was on the 
scalpel." 

“On the—" Brad slowly sank back into 
his chair. "Heaven give me strength. Then 
you took it." 

Paula nodded happily. "Sure. And had 
the stuff on it analyzed at the laboratory 


are you doing there: 


“You look pretty 


WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS, PLEASE MENTION Romantic Movie STORIES 


last night. lt was just ordinary gelatine.” 

Brad got to his feet decisively. "There's 
something funny about this whole thing. 
Mike's disappearing, the money, Nick Mar- 
tel. I'm going to call Inspector Corrigan—" 

'There was the long, rending peal of the 
doorbell. Remembering that it was Stoke's 
night out, Brad hurried to answer it. He 
pulled it open—and froze rigid with horror. 

For a thing that had once been Mike 
North, fell forward into the room, a bullet 
riddled corpse. A note pinned to its chest, 
read: This guy wouldn't turn over the money 
either. 


= HO was it?” Paula called from the 
next room. 

“A patient," Brad answered quickly. "I'll 
be busy for a few minutes." He opened the 
door to his waiting room—and came face to 
face with the man he had been about to 
telephone, Inspector Corrigan. Corrigan, 
as it happened, had just been on his way up 
to question Brad about his visit to the 
Morgue. 

“Why did you kill him, Doc?” were the 
first words the official barked. 

"I?" Brad grimaced. "Don't be ridicu- 
lous. What would I kill him for?" Terse- 
ly, he proceeded to explain Mike's dead 
body on the scene, omitting none of the de- 
tails of his investigation to date, including 
the discovery of gelatine on Sand’s arm.. 

Corrigan had been listening in skeptical 
silence. Now however, he spoke up. “Gela- 
tine? That don't make sense. The Coroner 
performed an autopsy and said the left heart 
ventricle was completely collapsed.” 

Brad started. "That's funny. A collapsed 
ventricle is a sign of drowning—asphyxia- 
tion—strangulation—” 

“Kind of cockeyed, ain't it?” Corrigan 
moved. toward the door. “Well, stick 
around." He added, ominously, "I'll want 
to ask you some more questions in the morn- 
ing. 

As Brad returned to the living room, 
Paula said, "Say, you got off easy." Then, 
as she saw him blink, "It's all right. I was 
listening at the keyhole. I'm awfully sorry 
about Mike, dear. He seemed such a nice 
guy." 

Brad's eyes clouded. "If I'd called the 
police last night his death might have been 
prevented." 

"Of course, you're not in such a healthy 
spot yourself, Paula pointed out. "You've 
got to find the murderer to clear yourself. 
And you won't find him on the sports page," 
she added as Brad buried himself in the 
paper. 

He glanced up impatiently. "Paula, who 
stood to make the most out of yesterday's 
race?" 

Her mouth slowly pursed to an astounded 
“O.” “The owner of the winning horse," 
she said, suddenly enlightened. 

"Exactly." Brad read, "'Sixth race— 
winner, War Cloud. Owner—Leroy Hutch- 
ins—Odds 4 to 1." 

“Hutchins,” Paula repeated. She ad- 
justed a stray tendril of hair. “That's the 
man who called Mike last night.” 

Brad spun around. “What?” 

“Sure. I found slips at Mike’s place this 
morning. He had three calls last night. 
Mike wasn’t home. Hutchins, John Sum- 
mers, and Nick Martel, each left a message 
at the switchboard to be called by Mike.” 

“In case of fire,” Brad shouted as he 
grabbed his hat and coat, “run, do not walk, 
to the nearest exit.” 

“Where are you going?” 

“To find out who killed Eddie Sands.” 

"Brad," Paula wailed, “wait for me." 
Gathering up her things, she was at his 
heels, 
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FOUR GORGEOUS 
ROCKETTES, from 
paintings by Ski Weld, 
noted. illustrator. 


“JDE LOVELIER," the Rockettes tell you. “Be 

lovelier," echo stars of stage and screen and 
society. You will be — when you wear Marvelous 
the Eye-Matched Makeup. 

For here at last is makeup that matches . . . 
face powder, rouge, lipstick, eye shadow, and 
mascara, in true color symphony. And here's 
makeup that's right for you . . . scientifically 
keyed to your personality color, that color that 
never changes, the color of your eyes. 

Artists, models, beauty experts approve this 
new makeup now featured by drug and depart- 
ment stores . . . Marvelous Face Powder, Rouge, 
Lipstick, Eye Shadow, or Mascara . . . guaran- 
teed for purity by Richard Hudnut... full size 
packages, 55 cents each. (Canada, 65 cents.) 

Be ready for romance. Prove the magic of 
Marvelous the Eye-Matched Makeup... and 
thrill that man-who-matters .. this very night. 
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"] COULDN'T 
TAKE A STEP 
IN PEACE! 


Every Move, 
Every Position, 
Cost Me Pain” 


ANY person with Piles knows what suffer- 
ing is. Piles cause you physical suffering. 
They cause you mental distress. They make 
you look worn and haggard. 

Piles can take various forms — internal or 
external, itching or painful, bleeding or non- 
bleeding — but whatever form they take, they 
are a cause of misery and a danger. 


A Scientific Formula 
Effective treatment today for Piles is to be 
had in Pazo Ointment. Pazo is a scientific treat- 
ment for this trouble of proven efficacy. Pazo 
gives quick relief. It stops pain and itching. It 
assures comfort, day and night. 

Pazois reliable because itis threefold in effect. 
First, it is soothing, which tends to relieve sore- 
ness and inflammation. Second, it is lubricating, 
which tends to soften hard partsandalsoto make 
passage easy. Third, it is astringent, which tends 
to reduce swollen parts and to stop bleeding. 


Real Results 
PazocomesinCollapsibleTube with Detachable 
Pile Pipe which permits spplicariog high up in 
rectum where it reaches and thoroughly covers 
affected parts. Pazo also now comes in suppos- 
itory form, Pazo Suppositories are Pazo Oint- 
ment, simply in suppository form. Those who 
prefer suppositories will find Pazo the most 
satisfactory as well as the most economical. 


Send for Trial Tube 
All E stores sell Pazo-in-Tubes and Pazo Supposi- 
tories. But a liberal trial tube will be sent on request. 
Just mail coupon below and enclose 10c (coin or 
stamps) to help cover packing and postage. 


1 Grove Laboratories, Inc. 
| Dept. 37-F, St. Louis, Mo. 


4 Gentlemen: Please send me trial tube Pazo. I en- ! 
į close 10c to help cover packing and postage. H 
L 
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IGI de oe STATEL:- LIU j 
| This offer is good in U. S. and Canada. Canadian | 
| resid may write H. R. Madill & Co., 64 Welling- 1 
4 ton St., West, Toronto, Ont. 
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WHEN ANSWERING 


| blind. 


| given the story. 


Brad, anticipating just this, had reached 
back and jerked the cord of the Venetian 
With an ear splitting clatter, the 
heavy wooden curtain dropped between 
him and Paula, the cord catching her 
heel as she stepped forward, Brad’s last 
glimpse of her was as she lay sprawled on 
the floor, inextricably tangled up with the 
blind and sputtering with chagrin. 

Brad had been in earnest conversation 
with Leroy Hutchins for a full half hour and 
had gotten exactly nowhere. They were 
seated in the office of the Hutchins large 
bread plant. Watching her husband and 
Brad intently as she munched on innumer- 
able cookies, was the rotund Mrs. Hutchins, 

This much only, Brad had gleaned so far. 
No, Mr. Hutchins had not bet on his horse, 
War Cloud. He did not bet, was his em- 
phatic statement. He merely raced horses 
for the purse—in yesterday’s case, $7,500. 
Mrs. Hutchins confirmed this with a vigor- 
ous, triple-chinned nod. 

“I see,” Brad said thoughtfully. "By the 
way, Mr. Hutchins, what sort of a trainer is 
Mike North?” 

“Well, one of the main reasons I wanted 
to buy the Summers stables—Summers is 
the owner of Luxury—was because I would 
get Mike as trainer in the deal. But—” he 
shrugged, “—I withdrew the offer." 

“Why?” 

"He don't do business my way. It isn't 
Summers, it’s his lawyer, Henry Strand, 
that froze me out. Wanted ten per cent for 
putting the deal through.” 

“And a good thing too,” Mrs. Hutchins 
put in, “because I wouldn’t have let him buy 
anyhow. He spends enough time at the race 
track as it is.” 


T WAS the best Brad could do. As no 

more information appeared to be forth- 
coming, he departed for the Summers home 
on Long Island. 

Both Mr. and Mrs. Summers were in the 
stables, attending a young, ailing colt. Brad 
quickly stated his business and his hosts 
pleasantly endeavored to answer his queries. 
Both of them immediately confirmed the 
fact that Mike had visited them the eve- 
ning before. . 

“What for ?" 

"Well you see, Doctor, Summers ex- 
plained, "he wanted to pay me some money 
he owed me, that's all." 

"Suppose he made a killing at the track 
yesterday?" Brad asked idly. 

*Oh, he couldn't have done that," Sum- 
mers replied, “Luxury lost.” 

"But he might have bet on War Cloud." 

Summers bristled. "Dr. Bradford, since 
Mike was trainer for my horse, Luxury, 
that's nasty implication and I resent it. Mike 
is an honest man." 

And that, as Brad ruefully told himself, 
was that, All in all, a rather slim assort- 
ment of facts. 

As he walked into his apartment Paula 
met him with an air of disapproval. "About 
time you got home. Running off and leaving 
me. You never did that when we were mar- 
ried. And anyhow, I got ideas.” 

“Ideas?” 

“Of course. Find the person who wrote 
Eddie Sands that threatening note and 
you've got the murderer.” 

Brad stepped back, aghast. “Holy cats, 
Paula! We forgot all about the note.” 

But the doorbell interrupted and a mo- 
ment later, Mrs. Summers rushed in. 

“I hate to bother you, doctor,” she began 
breathlessly, “but I'm in trouble, terrible 
trouble.” 

Then, amidst tears and sobs, Brad was 
Mrs. Summers had spoken 
to Mike North last night and he had told 


her about the threatening note Eddie Sands 
had received, since delivered into Brad’s 
custody. 

“You see, doctor," She sobbed, "I've been 
secretly meeting another man and Eddie 
knew. Out of loyalty to Mr. Summers he 
threatened to tell my husband. And I wrote 
that note, doctor, but it wasn't like it 
sounded. The note must be destroyed. 
Please give it to me." * 

Quickly, Paula came forward. In an 
expressionless voice, she told the distraught 
woman to write out the note again. Meekly, 
Mrs. Summers followed instructions. The 
handwriting matched exactly. A deep, un- 
derstanding glance of belief in the woman 
passed between Brad and Paula. Brad set 
flame to the paper. 

At the door Mrs. Summers paused. “I can 
never thank you enough, doctor,” she 
quavered. "All that I can do is to say that 
I'll never see Nick again." 

"Nick?" Brad felt a charge of electricity 
run through him. 

"Yes. Nick Martel. Eddie found out 
about us." 

She had barely gone when Brad let out 
a wild whoop. "Nick Martel! Now we're 
getting some place. Look honey," he said 
as he whirled Paula around the room, "I'm 
going to Nick's place and on the way I'll 
pick up Joe Murphy, a patient of mine and 
the best safe cracker in the business. Then 
we'll see what we shall see." 


PRUE to Brad's high praise, Joe Murphy 
had both Nick’s office door and his safe 
open in three minutes, after which, he 
cleared out. 

Brad was bending over Nick’s ledger 
studying record of race wagers accepted 
when a harsh voice spoke to him from the 
dark doorway. “Reach, fella’ for the ceiling.” 

Brad turned casually. “Oh, hello, Nick. 
I didn’t expect you.” Then he added brisk- 
ly, “Now listen, the less talk the better. 
Inspector Corrigan knows I’m here and it 
won't do you any good to get rough.” He 
held his breath. Would the bluff work? 

"Oh yeah?” Nick’s laugh was ugly. 
“That’s not a bad story, either.” 

The muffled telephone bell tinkled. Brad 
felt the sweat wet on his forehead. Gus, 
Nick’s silent henchman, took the telephone. 

“Hello?” He cupped the phone with a 
palm and growled, “It’s Corrigan, Nick. 
He wants Bradford.” 

At Nick’s curt nod Brad took the call. 

“How are you doing?” Paula said in a 
deep voice that was nevertheless very shaky. 

Brad shook his head groggily. “All 
r-right, Inspector. Thanks. Everything’s 
fine. See you soon.” He hung up. 

“Okay doc,” Nick said grudgingly. “You 
win. The Inspector knows you're here an’ 
we can't bump you for the time being." He 
shrugged. "Well, now that you've seen my 
books you ought to understand how I feel 
about Mike North." 

"Yes, Brad prodded him, "but I still 
don't get it all." 

"Can't you read?"  Impatiently Martel 
flipped the pages of the book. He noticed 
Brad's arrested attention, "Oh, that's 
Hutchin's page. Seventy-five hundred he 
had on War Cloud's snoot. But here's Mike 
North. Twenty-five thousand on War Cloud 
to win. War Cloud did win and I'm stuck 
for a hundred grand. Much of that stuff 
and I'd go broke." 

"But," Brad objected, "if you knew Mike 
was betting on War Cloud you must have 
known Luxury, the horse Mike trained, 
couldn't win." 

Nick exploded. “I would have. Only 
Lou Pender, that little scar-faced guy, made 
the bet for Mike. Called me after the race 
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and told me to send the winnings to Mike, 
Apartment K, 717 Kosciosko St. Mike was 
usin the place as a blind, 1 guess. Only I 
sent for Mike and gave him the dough my- 
self so I could tell him what I thought of 
him. Say Doc, where do you figure Mike 
North got the twenty-five grand in the first 
place?” 

“That’s your question, Nick," Brad re- 
turned. He picked up the telephone and 
dialed Western Union, giving himself as 
the addressee, "Meet me at my apartment, 
717 Kosciosko St. Signed, Mike North.” 

It was a mere matter of forty minutes in 
all for Brad to return home, pick up the 
telegram and his medical kit, then softly 
leave the apartment again and hurry to 
Mike’s Kosciosko Street address. He turned 
the knob of the cheap lodging room door, 
and came up short at sight of Paula. 

She grinned. "I read that phoney tele- 
gram you sent yourself and I sealed it up 
again. Well, what do we do?” 

In sheer exasperation, Brad shook her by 
the shoulders, “Take a quick losk around 
and then get out. Shh.” Someone had 
rapped on the door. 

Cautiously, Brad opened it. A broad, 
squat man in shirt sleeves stood outside. 


"I'm the landlord. Who are you? What 
do you want?" 
Brad produced the telegram. “I’m Dr. 


I had a telegram from North." 

"Oh." The manager nodded understand- 
ingly. "So he's going to have that scar 
taken off, huh? Well, sure hope he looks 
better." With a genial smile he withdrew. 

Brad turned to Paula jubilantly. “The 
North the landlord's talking about Paula, is 
Lou Pender. Now the whole thing's clear- 
ing up. Martel called Mike—the real Mike 
—and that's how Mike found out about this 
place and.— 

“Paula!” he shouted, "move!" 

With one gesture he shot her out of her 
chair, then gingerly picked up a large black 
spider that had been crawling down the 
door, 

“Then it was Pender who killed Mike,” 
Paula said slowly. 

“Right,” Brad returned. 

"Look out!" Paula cried. 

Instinctively, Brad leaped to one side as 
an in-a-door bed began to slide from the 
wall. Then, in utter freezing silence, they 
both gazed at its burden. It was Lou Pender. 
He was quite dead. Quickly, Brad bent to 
examine him and as he expected, found a 
thick blob of gelatine on the right shoulder. 

He straightened up. “There it is again. 
The Coroner’s report will show the left 
ventricle collapsed—wait a minute!” A wild 
gleam of triumph was in his eye. "Where's 
that dead spider? Here.” He picked it up 
from the floor and scrutinized it. “A Black 
Widow!” He now busied himself with an 
empty capsule, stuffing the spider into it. 

“What are you doing?” 

“Proving my theory. If I’m right, this 
will explain everything. Here.” He opened 
his palm. The gelatine had melted, freeing 
the dead spider which lay in his palm. He 
grasped Paula’s arm. “And now we're on 
our way. All we need now is the Spider 
Man—and that’s plenty!” 


Bradford. 


HE following afternoon was a gala day 

at the race track and a thousand pairs 
of excited eyes fastened on the bugler as he 
mounted his horse and blew the “Boots and 
Saddles” call, that summoned the racing 
horses. 

Paula and Brad were seated in their car 
at the outside of the grandstand. Both of 
them were taut with expectancy as the min- 
utes passed, bringing the event closer and 
closer. For today, almost the same race was 
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being run as had taken place on the day of 
Eddie Sand’s death. Luxury and War Cloud 
were again being matched up. It was more 
| than possible that the Spider Man would 
strike again. 

Brad had taken every reasonable precau- 
tion. He had inoculated Spike Salisbury 
who was riding Luxury, against the dread 
spider’s bite. There were hundreds of Cor- 
rigan’s men scattered about the place and 
in addition to this, Brad had obtained the 
services of eight motion picture cameramen 
who were stationed at the South entrance 
and on the grandstand, powerful telescopic 
lenses on their machines. 
| Brad turned to Paula. “It’s all pretty 
plain now. This is the way things must have 
worked. Mr. X killed Eddie Sands. Then 
Mike got too close for comfort so either X 
himself killed, or had Lou Pender kill Mike. 
Pender of course, was working in cahoots 
with X and he knew too much, so Mr. X 
proceeded to kill Pender.” 

“They're off!” came the amplified voice of 
the track announcer, and back of it the roar 
of the crowd. "War Cloud going to the 
front. At the turn, leading by two lengths. 
And the favorite, Luxury, is trailing." 
| Silence. "In the stretch!" continued the 
voice. "Luxury coming up fast on the out- 
side. War Cloud by a length. Luxury! 
Luxury! War Cloud and Luxury! A two- 
horse race." Tensely, Brad gripped Paula's 
arm. "Luxury and War Cloud! Luxury 
going away. The winner! Luxury by two 
lengths. War Cloud second. Lady Pat 
third." 

"Well Doc," Corrigan was saying smugly, 
“maybe the cops ain't so bad. Nothing hap- 
pened out of the ordinary today." 
| "Look!" Paula cried. "He's running 
away." 

It was Luxury, still running at full speed, 
the jockey across his neck. 
| Three minutes later Brad was bending 
| over the unconscious Spike. With one tug 
he ripped the boy's shirt open. A Black 
Widow spider was slowly crawling across 
his chest. Brad crushed it, then injected a 
| hypodermic into Spike's arm. “This is an 
antidote," he explained to Corrigan. He 
turned to the boy, just recovering conscious- 
ness. “You'll be all right, Spike. Tomor- 
| row you'll never know this happened." 

“You got any ideas?" a much crestfallen 
Corrigan asked Brad a few moments later. 

"Plenty." He drew a slip of paper from 
his pocket. “These are all the suspects. Put 
a man to watch each of them. Invite them 
all to be at my house at ten o'clock tonight. 
The one that doesn't show up or tries to get 
out of town is the murderer." 

And at precisely ten that night, everyone 
was assembled. Brad felt his spirits sinking 
lower and lower as a loud "Yes," acknowl- 
edged each name. Mr. and Mrs. Hutchins, 
Nick Martel, Mr. and Mrs. Summers, Miss 
Prentiss. They were all disconcertingly 
present, 

Strand rose to his feet in his best court 
| room manner. "And now, if you don't mind 
| Inspector," he said to Corrigan, "just why 
were we brought here." 

Brad stepped forward. Quite candidly, 
he explained what his plan had been and that 
they were all suspects. Then he smiled on 
them amiably. "Tell you what, now that 
you're all here though, how'd you like to see 
some pictures—movies ?" 


ITHOUT waiting for any dissenting 
W voice, he released a cord that dropped 
ascreen. The room was plunged into semi- 
darkness as Stokes started the machine. 
“Why, that's today's race,” Mrs. Sum- 
mers cried with shrill surprise. “There's 
Luxury." 


"And War Cloud," Hutchins yelled ex- 
citedly. 

"Exactly," Brad agreed with suave as- 
surance, "That's why I'm running the pic- 
ture. I still believe one of you to be guilty." 

“Say, what do you mean?” Nick growled. 

Miss Prentiss was plainly whimpering. “I 
don't like this a bit.” 

Blandly now, Brad's voice was accom- 
panying the film with a running narrative of 
the crime. He explained everything fully, 
particularly enlarging on the theme of the 
Black Widow spider in the capsule. "And 
in a minute," he added, "you will see the 
murderer put the capsule on the body of 
Spike, the jockey, just before today's race." 

The room grew deathly still and seemed 
to crawl with horror. Picture after picture 
flew by. Hutchins with his arm around a 
jockey, who, it developed, was Joe Jorino, 
not Spike. Then Martel, with his arms 
linked through those of Joe and Spike. 
Next, an oddly romantic shot of Martel and 
Miss Prentiss, gazing into each others eyes. 
Then a view of someone adjusting Spike's 
blouse with one hand—and with the other, 
slipping something down his neck. 

Nick found his voice first. "Its Sum- 
mers !" he shouted as the figure on the screen 
turned around and became recognizable. 

“Lights!” Brad yelled. But his mouth fell 
open, for Summers was standing at the door, 
his revolver covering the room full of people. 

"[ was leaving but I noticed the police 
outside," he said calmly. "So now I've only 
one thing left—to kill the three people I hate. 
You Martel, for taking my wife away from 
me. My motive in all this has been you, I 
wanted to ruin you winning large bets from 
you for what you did to me. You—” he 
nodded tersely to his wife, "—and you—" 
this time it was Brad, "for butting into my 
business." 

Slowly, imperceptibly, Paula had been 
edging close to the window. Suddenly, her 
foot found the cord of the Venetian blind. 
Instantly, it fell with a loud crash, catching 
Summers violently on the head. 

Brad and Nick sprang forward and in 
another moment the matter was finished. 
Corrigan led the raving Summers from the 
room and gradually the others found their 
way to the door. 

Finally, Brad was contemplating the 
normal quiet of his apartment again with a 
sigh of relief. Then he noticed the absence 
of Paula. He tiptoed to the door of her 
bedroom. She was packing her bags. 

"Paula. Where are you going?" 

She averted her head. “I don't know. 
But away. I've—I've been enough trouble 
to you. And now you're out of this.” 


“Darling.” He tenderly drew her into 
his arms: “But I’m not out of love. What 
do you say, Paula? Will you marry me 
again?” 


“Doctor Bradford!” Her eyes were ec- 
static. “In a word—yes.” Then, bewilder- 
ingly, she was pulling him into the living 
room. "Stokes!" she called, "get that ma- 
chine going." She said happily to Brad, 
“A little idea of my own." 

Instantly, the movie screen was lowered 
by the grinning Stokes. On it appeared a 
clergyman. "My friend," he said sonorous- 
ly, “we gathered here to join together 
this man and woman iu the state of holy 
matrimony. Do you, Paula Bradford, take 
this man to be your husband ?" 

*[ do," she said crisply. 

“And do you, Lawrence Bradford, take 
this woman to be your lawful wedded wife?" 

Brad took a deep breath. “ I do,” he said 
fervently, and, upsetting all tradition, turned, 
caught Paula in his arms and claimed his 
bridegroom's kiss then and there. 
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The Girl From Mandalay 


[Continued from page 30] 


English voice. “This is a surprise. We 
hadn’t heard about John’s marriage in Cha 


Kum," She looked at Jeanie shrewdly. 
Jeanie didn’t like that cool, appraising 
glance. “I’m from Cha Kum,” the other 


woman added. “I’m Mrs. Trevor. My 
husband is superintendent of the lumber 
company.” 

Jeanie picked up her work and began to 
sew again. “I see,” she said. "Is there any- 
thing you want from my husband?” Her 
voice had an edge to it. She wanted to show 
this Mrs. Trevor that she wasn’t afraid of 
her. 

“Why yes,” the older woman answered. 
“T thought he might show me the way back 
to Cha Kum. I got separated from my 
guide." 

Jeanie smiled with a suggestion of a sneer. 
“T see you had no trouble finding the trail 
here," she said in a low voice. She shouldn't 
have said such a thing, she knew. But some- 
how she couldn't help it. 

But Mrs. Trevor pretended not to hear. 
“Do tell me about your marriage," she said 
in a false, gushy voice. "You must have 
been very happy after waiting so long. Four 
years, wasn't it?" She added. There wasa 
triumphant smile on her face now. 


Jene was puzzled. Four years! What 
was the woman talking about? She 
didn’t reply for a moment. And when she 
did she said with a low ring to her voice, 
"I've waited my whole life for him!” 

The other woman smiled and nodded. “I 
certainly don't blame John," she said, her 
voice curiously cold in spite of her smile. 
"He's been telling us about the ‘girl from 
back home' for so long we were beginning 
to believe you were a phantom." 

Jeanie looked quickly at the other woman. 
The girl from back home! Then there was 
someone else in John's life. And this wo- 
man thought that Jeanie was that person. 

“I’m afraid I don't—" She started to say. 
But at that moment John came into the 
room. His eyebrows went up as he saw 
Mrs, Trevor. “Oh, hello, he said. "Didn't 
expect to see you here, Mary." 

Mrs. Trevor laughed. “And I didn't ex- 
pect to see this young lady here," she in- 
clined her blond head in Jeanie's direction. 
Mrs. Trevor turned once more to John. 
"I'm sure you could have told us why you 
dashed off so suddenly to Mandalay !" 

Jeanie, her heart sinking, saw the red 
come into John's cheeks. This woman—this 
cool, naughty person—was making fun of 
her. Jealous, of course. Jealous that she 
had married John. Of course this other per- 
son wanted him. It was obvious why she 
bad "lost her way." 

"If you want to get back to Cha Kum to- 
night,” John was saying. “I think you'd 
better be getting started. It's a long way." 

Mary Trevor rose to her feet. "I hate to 
impose on you, John, but would you mind 
showing me the way?” 

“Of course,” John answered. “We'll start 
at once.” He stood aside as Mary Trevor, 
after a gushing goodby to Jeanie, left the 
room, 

Jeanie sat staring at the closed door after 
they'd gone. “The girl from back home.” 
The words rang and rang in her ears. So 
John didn’t love her, after all. Then why 
had he married her—spite? Who was this 
girl from back home? Jeanie, following an 
irresistible impulse, suddenly got to her feet. 
She went directly to John’s trunk in the 
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corner of the bedroom. Ii there were a 
girl he'd have a picture of her. 
had a picture of her it would be in his trunk. 

Feverishly she felt around the trunk under 
his dress clothes. Ah, here it was. It was 
a picture of a beautiful English girl. On it 
was inscribed, “With love, always, Alice." 

Jeanie sat on the floor staring at it. Her 
eyes filled with tears. Of course he still 
loved this Alice. Of course he would always 
love her. Alice. Alice! Jeanie hated the 
name. Hated the girl. 
to exist? To come between her and John 
like a ghost. 

Footsteps sounded in the other room. 
Jeanie thrust the picture back and went into 
the living room. Grainger was standing 
there. 

“Hello,” he said brightly. 
his head towards the door. “Just saw her 

Oo," he went on. He paused, grinned. “I 
wish I’d seen the fireworks. His voice was 
amused. "I'll bet there were plenty be- 
tween you and she.” He flung himself down 
on the couch, his long legs thrust out in 
front of him. "Don't mind Mrs. Trevor," 
he went on, "she gets lonesome in Cha Kum. 
Her husband's a terrible bore and she's stuck 
on John." 

Jeanie nodded. “Yes,” she said in a low. 
bitter voice, "I rather thought she must 
get—lonesome." 

Grainger grinned at her. “I need a drink,” 
he said. "Your dear husband's mad at me. 
I took a shot at a tiger which was almost 


He inclined 


And if he | 


What right had she , 


in one of his pits and missed. Foster's sure | 


he would have caught him, but for me." 
Grainger got up and helped himself to a 
whisky and soda. 

Jeanie, watching him drink his highball, 
shrugged her shoulders. Never had 
felt so bitter. "I'm the girl," she said at 
last. "Who waited four years!" She felt 
she had to talk to someone. 


Grainger put down his glass and stared | 


at her. "So," he said slowly, "you know." 

"What's the matter!" Jeanie suddenly 
said. "Don't I even look the part of a wife.” 

He got up, came slowly over to her and 
stood staring down at her. “You look very 
lovely when you're angry," he said slowly. 
"Very lovely." 

Jeanie looked up at him defiantly. “If 
that’s what's on your mind, 
Grainger, you're wasting your time." 

The man smiled his peculiarly cynical 
smile. "Not very neighborly, are you? You 


weren't always quite so unfriendly, Jeanie— | 


back in Mandalay." 


He looked as if he wanted to take her in | 


his arms. He had that hungry look in 
his eyes. It sickened Jeanie. Bad enough 
to see it in John's eyes. Was that what the 
tropics did to men? 

"The girl you knew in Mandalay, that 
Jcanie—" Jeanie's voice had a very emphatic 
quality—" is dead. I’m trying to bury her. 
If you want to be friends with me you'd 
better help me bury her." 

Grainger drained his drink and smiled 
cynically. "John's a lucky fellow," he said. 
"Mind if I have another?" He added. 
how about you?" 

“If you'll be my friend, and nothing else," 
Jeanie answered, 
you." She felt suddenly desperately lonely. 


What harm, after all, was there in a drink? | 
Wasn't John out there on the trail with | 


Mary Trevor? 


RAINGER fixed the drinks. 
they were finished started playing the 
phonograph. “How about a dance, Jeanie? 
Just one." 
Why not? A dance—to forget. 
get Alice—and Mary Trevor. 
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But to dance was a mistake. She knew 
that when Kenneth Grainger suddenly 
stopped dancing and crushed Jeanie to him. 
“Jeanie—!” 

“You said you’d be my friend!” Jeanie 
pleaded. “Please let me go.” 

“But if you knew how lonesome a man 
out here gets for a woman!” Grainger in- 
sisted. 

"I'm not that woman." 

His strong arms stayed tightly around 
her. "You're not in love with John really, 
you know,” Grainger said meaningly. “You 
couldn't be, after you know why he married 
you." 

"Don't!" Jeanie said. She was almost 
sobbing. "Let me go and leave me alone." 

There was no stopping Grainger now. 
His blood was on fire with her nearness. If 
he could only make her hate Foster— 

“He married you because he was drunk, 
Jeanie. That's why. Drunk because the 
girl he'd waited four years for jilted him. 
Now will you let me kiss you—?” 

'The awful cruelty of his remark caught 
Jeanie and froze her. Then, suddenly, she 
got her hand free and struck him across the 
face, He let her go at that, perhaps realiz- 
ing how much he'd hurt her. 

She reeled away from him. “I’m sorry,” 
she heard him say. “I didn’t mean that— 
really.” 

Leaning against the table Jeanie tried to 
keep the stinging tears from her eyes. “It 
doesn't matter," she said. "Nothing mat- 
ters except that—that I'm his wife! And 
as long as I'm his wife—” 

A step outside made them both turn. John 
came into the room. A rifle was in his 
hand, He looked meaningly from one to 
the other—then to the two glasses on the 
table. 

"[ sent Mrs. Trevor on alone with my 
first boy," he said, his voice like steel. "If 
I'd known—” he looked at the glasses again. 
"Perhaps it might have been better if I'd 
continued—" He turned to Grainger. "I 
think you'd better go, Grainger." 

"You're not very much of a trusting hus- 
band, I must say," Grainger said dryly. 

Jeanie went over to John. “John, you're 
not thinking—" 

Foster, ignoring his wife, glared at the 
other man. "I think you'd better go, 
Grainger,” he repeated. He lifted the gun 
in his hand as if he were considering shoot- 
ing Grainger. From the expression on his 
face he looked quite capable of it. 

At that moment there was the sound of 
padding feet outside and a native burst into 
the room. 

“Sahib, sahib,” the native gasped. "Ex- 
cuse, but tiger kill man. Down by river. 
Tiger with front paw broken." 

For a moment the hate between Grainger 
and Foster was forgotten. “That must have 
been the beast I wounded the other day,” the 
former said. 

“We're in for it now,” John Foster said 
slowly. “Once a tiger tastes human blood 
they want more. I hate to think what effect 
this will have—" 

At that moment the sound of the steady 
rhythm of drums floated in from the jungle. 
“Drums!” Foster ejaculated. “Something 
serious must be up. And whatever it is, 
they're spreading thé news.” He turned for 
the door. “Come on, man," he cried to 
Grainger, “we’ve got to stop whatever it is." 


EF'T alone, Jeanie flung herself down on 
the couch and wept. It was only „too 
clear what John thought of her. Oh, why, 
had this had to happen? She wanted him 
to think well of her—to believe in her. But 
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now-—-after finding her alone with Grainger 
like that! And the glasses on the table! 

The drums continued. The tropical day 
turned swiftly into tropic night. 

Hours later—centuries later, it seemed to 
Jeanie—day came again. Looking out, Jeanie 
saw an ocasional native run screaming 
through the jungle, terrified by knowledge 
of the man-eating tiger in the vicinity. Rest- 
less and worried she paced about the bunga- 
low. Where was John? "What was happen- 
ing? Was he all right? 

At last she could stand the suspense no 
longer. She must find him. Jamming on 
her hat she climbed down from the bungalow 
and found one of her husband's native ser- 
vants. "Where is Sahib Foster?” She asked. 
The native pointed to a native hut some dis- 
tance away. 

Jeanie went there at once. The dim hut 
was full of cots on which were natives. Most 
of them were tossing and turning and emit- 
ting groans which went right through 
Jeanie’s heart. 

John was pulling the blanket over the 
face of a native who had just died when 
Jeanie came up behind him. 

“John!” she said quietly. 

He turned to her. In the light of the 
flickering torches she saw his face. It was 
grave, lined by tiredness. 

“They’re dying like flies,” he said, almost 
as if he were talking to himself. “And all 
because they insist upon drinking spring 
water. They won't go near the river because 
of Jugu—that's what they call the tiger. 
They think he's a devil" John himself 
seemed to be in a daze, so fatigued he was. 

"John," Jeanie said. "You must let me 
help you. I can give them quinine as well as 
you.” 

Her words seemed to bring him back. His 
face changed. Became like stone. 

“You have no place here,” he said. “Go 
back home.” 

“But, John, you've had no rest. Someone 
must help you. I want to." She yearned that 
he'd let her do something—let her show 
that she wasn't all he thought she was. 

"I'm all right. You go home where you 
belong. I'll get one of the natives to go with 
you." 

She turned away írom him, tears in her 
eyes. He acted as if she were a stranger! 
She started to walk from the hut. “Wait!” 
John cried. Jeanie turned back, her heart 
leaping. Had he changed his mind? "When 
you get back," her husband said, "tell my 
number one boy to bring me more quinine." 

Jeanie once more turned wearily away. 
He hated her. She could see it—and the 
knowledge suffocated her. 

Another day turned quickly into night. 
And, suddenly, when the world outside was 
pitch black, Jeanie heard a strange scratch- 
ing around the bungalow. Then a tiger's 
roar hung shudderingly on the night air. 
Jeanie trembled. The roar grew louder. Ter- 
rified, Jeanie tried to close out the awful 
sound. Roar after roar continued. Horribly 
close. 

Shaking. Jeanie got a chair and propped 
it in front of the door. Another roar came. 
It seemed to fill the bungalow. Fill the 
whole world. Jeanie felt as if she were going 
to have hysterics. Never had she been faced 
with anything like this. 

She stood a little away from the window— 
afraid to go any closer for fear of what she 
might see. For some time there was absolute 
silence—a silence which was somehow worse 
than the noise of the roars. Where was the 
tiger? What was he doing? 


A LAST-—when Jeanie felt that if she 
had to go on with this another five min- 
utes, she’d faint—there came another roar. 
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But, thankfully, it was further away. And 
immediately following it she heard a knock 
on the door. That must be John: With a 
cry of joy she ran to the door and opened 
It. 

But it wasn’t John. It was Grainger. 

“Oh,” Jeanie said, “I thought it was—” 

“Sorry, if you’re disappointed,” Kenneth 
Grainger said dryly. “I’ve been trying to 
get a shot at that tiger. Mind if I have a 
drink ?" 

“Of course not. You look all in." 

“I've been after that tiger you heard for 
two nights. I've got to get him. All this," 
he waved an arm towards the huts in the 
distance, “is my fault. I should have let John 
get him into the pits instead of scaring him 
away by shots that day." Jeanie handed him 
a drink. "Where's Foster?" he asked as he 
took a deep swallow. 

"At the village. Attending the sick na- 
tives," Jeanie answered. 

“Hmm,” Grainger said slowly. “Not ex- 
actly sporting of him, to leave you here 
alone.” He laughed. "But, never mind, I'll 
be around. I'll look after you." 

Jeanie stared at him, a worried frown on 
her face. "But you can't stay here,” she said. 

“But I’m all in, Jeanie. Dead on my feet." 

“If you stay here it'll mean trouble—and 
you've made enough trouble for me already. 
I should think you'd realize it," Jeanie said. 

He got up, came over to her. Put his 
glass down on the table. "If he doesn't trust 
you more than that, Jeanie, why do you 
care?" 

'That look was in his eyes again. She 
shrank away from him yet tried to keep 
some of her dignity. "Will you please go?" 
she said. Was he going to stay here, against 
her wishes? Her heart was beating fast. If 
he did—and John discovered them— 

Grainger was looking down at her now, 
a different expression on his face. Suddenly 
he nodded his head. “You are right, Jeanie,” 
he said at last. "You have changed." He 
paused. "I don't think I ever really quite 
knew you before—and I rather like finding 
that out." 

The words surprised Jeanie—surprised 
and pleased her. “Thanks,” she murmured 
gratefully. 

“Now can we be friends?” he asked. 

Jeanie nodded. "I hope so," she said. 

He smiled. “Goodnight, Jeanie.” He turned 
and walked to the door. There, he turned back 
for a moment. "Just in case you might not 
trust me," he said. "This door locks from 
the inside. I'm going to sleep on the porch." 
Then, with a final smile, he went out. 

What little sleep Jeanie got that night 
was fitful. Not because of Grainger on the 
porch outside but because of John. He was 
killing himself for those natives. Wearing 
himself out. He’d get the fever too if he kept 
up his sleepless vigil. 

She awoke with a sudden start. Some in- 
stinct made her jump out of bed. She felt 
that something was wrong with John. She 
went to the window and, looking out, sud- 
denly let out a scream of horror, John was 
down below. Before him stood a tiger, ready 
to spring. Even in her lack of knowledge 
of tigers, Jeanie knew there was nothing he 
could do. It was too far to run for the gate 
of the compound. And if he made the slight- 
est move that tiger would spring— 

Jeanie stood at that window, her heart 
hardly beating. Hours seemed to go by. John 
never moved—stared at the beast as though 
hypnotized. Only the tiger seemed to draw 
itself into a movement to spring. As if far 
away—even though the noise was loud— 
Jeanie heard the horses stampeding in the 
corral. They caught the tiger’s scent. Almost 
unconsciously she realized that the noise the 
horses made must have awakened her. 
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Suddenly came the crack of a rifle. She 
saw the beast spring into the jungle, race 
away. Still in her negligee she ran down, 
passed Grainger on the porch—a smoking 
gun in his hand. Unconsciously Jeanie 
wrapped her negligee closer around her as 
she started for John. 


RAINGER followed close behind her. 

She was out of breath—mainly from 
her fright—by the time she reached her 
husband. 

“John, oh, thank God he didn't get you." 

"Close shave, Foster, Grainger said 
quietly. 

John was very pale. At first Jeanie thought 
it was fright. Then she saw it was anger. 

"[ was going to kill you," he said to 
Grainger, “One of the natives told me you 
were here and now I have to thank you for 
saving my life!" He paused and sneered. 
"You're not worth killing, either of you!” 

“John!” Jeanie's cry was one of terror. 
“John, it isn't what you think." She turned 
desperately to Grainger. "Tell him!" she 
cried. “Tell him the truth." 

“I trailed that tiger here," Grainger said 
slowly. “And I felt it wasn’t safe to leave 
her alone. I slept on the porch,” 

"[ can see that!” John almost snarled. 
"| might have known you'd be willing to 
guard an old friend all night—alone!” 

"Wait a minute, Foster—"  Grainger 
began. 

But Jeanie suddenly stepped between the 
two men and faced her husband. Never in 
all her life had she been so angry. All the 
injustices of the past few days welled up 
in her and broke like a dam. 

“You think I'm not good enough for you!” 
she blazed at him. "You were ashamed of 
me! Well, John Foster, I'm ashamed of my- 
self! Ashamed for putting up with this for 
so long. Trying to be a wife to you—making 
up to you for the girl who threw you down!" 
She was breathless with anger. “Well, I'm 
through! I'm walking out on you right 
now." 

She turned then and stormed towards the 
bungalow. She was glad she'd told him what 
she thought of him. He deserved it. She'd 
done her best for him. Done everything she 
could. But he persisted in misunderstanding. 
He couldn't trust her. 

A little later Grainger came up to the 
bungalow. "If you really want to go,” he 
said, "I'm taking the natives down to Cha 
Kum for safety. You can come along with 
me." He paused. “As far as I'm concerned," 
he went on, "I'd like for us to stay together 
forever!” He paused again, and added, "We 
start this afternoon. I'll be back for you.” 

But before he came back Bongai, John's 
servant, came rushing to the bungalow. 
“Sahib, sick," he cried to Jeanie. "Come 
quick." 

The boy was terribly agitated. "Did he 
send for me?" Jeanie asked. 

The boy shook his head. “No—but Bongai 
think mem-sahib maybe like to know." 

Jeanie nodded and flashed him a look of 
understanding. “Thanks,” she said. Then 
added, "You wait here for Mr. Grainger. 
'Tell him to come to the village." 

On her way to the hut where her husband 
was, Jeanie heard Grainger's voice yelling 
faintly. Going over to where the voice came 
from Jeanie found him in the tiger's pit. 
She could dimly discern his face in the 
gloom of the pit. 

"Going after that tiger my horse threw 
me and bolted," he explained. "I can't get 
out because I've broken my arm. The tiger 
will be back any minute. See what you can 
do, will you?" 

Jeanie nodded. "I'll get John!” she gasped. 
“He'll get you out.” Scrambling to her feet 
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she rushed to the hut where John was still 
tending the sick. The village was full of 
natives gathering their belongings for the 
trek to Cha Kum. 


HE found him in one of the huts. "John!" 

she gasped. “Bongai told me you were 
sick! I had to come.” She tugged at his 
sleeve. “And John, Grainger has fallen into 
the pit you dug to trap the tiger. His arm 
is broken. The tiger will get him. You must 
save him—" 

He turned to her. His face was colder 
than she'd ever seen it. And his eyes—they 
were bright with fever. Bongai had been 
right. John was sick. And, not only sick, he 
looked half mad! 

"So he's in the pit, eh?" he said slowly. 
a cruel smile curving his lips. "Well, let him 
stay there." 

"John, you can't do that! You're murder- 
ing him!” 

"You want him to live, don't you?" John 
said, his voice rising like an insane person's. 
"You want him to live—so that he can go 
away with you. Well, I say let him stay in 
the pit!" 

At that moment came the snarl of a tiger. 
Jeanie, white with terror, shook her hus- 
band. "John! You must!” 

The snarl came again. Then came a re- 
volver shot. And then a tiger's roar. And 
another. John, his face a mask, strode from 
the hut. His gun was outside. He picked it 
up. The tiger was about to spring into the 
pit. John raised his gun and fired. The tiger 
rolled over. And John, suddenly and without 
warning, slumped onto the ground in a faint 
of exhaustion and illness. 

They got him to the hospital. And Jeanie 
was there every minute. She still loved him. 
She couldn't help it. She always would. She'd 
nurse him until he was well. Then, before he 
discovered she had nursed him, she'd leave. 
He didn't want her. She wouldn't stay. But 
she'd always love him. 

After three days he began to come back 
rapidly. The doctor said that during that 
day his reason would return. That he'd be 
out of the unconscious coma in which he'd 
been so long. 

Hearing this news, Jeanie nodded. "In 
that case I'm leaving," she said to the doctor. 

“Leaving?” he repeated surprised. “But 
Mrs. Foster—" 

Jeanie smiled at him. “He doesn’t want 
me,” she said in a low voice. “He never did, 
really.” 

And, as if she had not suffered enough, 
when Jeanie left the hospital she almost 
ran into Mary Trevor coming in! Well, what 
did it matter now? She was going out of 
John’s life. Mary Trevor could have him. 
Anyone could have him. 

Grainger was waiting for her on the boat. 
In a few minutes they would sail. Grainger 
wanted her to get a divorce and marry him. 
But she knew she never would. She couldn't 
somehow. Silly of her, perhaps, but there 
it was. 

Grainger stood with her on deck. "It's 
going to be perfect," he was saying. "You 
and me, Jeanie. Together—always." 

Suddenly Jeanie started forward. John— 
her John—was coming up the gangplank. 
He looked terribly pale. Looked as if he 
were about to collapse. 

He saw them and rushed up. “Jeanie! I 
had to come. You can't leave without me. 
I can't go on living without you—I know it 
now." 

Grainger stepped forward, his face red 
with anger. 

"You had your chance!" he said angrily. 
"And muffed it—now it's my turn." 

“I thought you'd been nursing me," John 
went on, ignoring the other man. "I felt it 
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deep down inside. And when Mary Trevor 
came—" He suddenly laughed. "She tried 
to make me believe you'd left me because you 
wanted to leave me.” He caught her hand. 
"But I wouldn't believe it, Jéanie. I know 
Mary. She's jealous. She's been after me 
for ages. She's a lonely wife—" 

He staggered forward as if he were going 
to faint. It was clear that the effort of com- 
ing to the ship had weakened him consider- 
ably. Jeanie turned to Grainger. "Quick, 
get Dr. Collins from the hospital. John's 
still terribly sick." 

John shook his head. “No, don't get him. 
I'm going to stay on board. I'll be all right 
—if I know that you'll come back to En- 
gland with me. That's all I need to make me 
well. Tell me that, Jeanie.” 

For a moment Jeanie didn't reply. She 
was looking at Grainger. He had his cyni- 
cal smile on his face once more. "Anyone 
can see you love him," he whispered. He 
grinned then. "I'm a good loser, Jeanie. 
“Tell the steward to put him in my cabin. 
I've decided the teak wood country simply 
can't do without me for awhile." And, with 
a smile of understanding, he turned and 
walked down the gangplank. 

The siren of the boat let out three short 
blasts. The gang plank was about to be 
drawn up. 

Jeanie drew John over to the rail. ^You're 
going with me, Jeanie?" He asked anxious- 


ly. 

The boat began to move. Jeanie nodded 
slowly. "No more Mandalay. No more 
cafés. No more jungle. No more tigers. 

“England,” she said softly. “England— 
with you, John.” 
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The Unguarded Hour 


[Continued from page 23] 


She shook her head, "I told Alan I was at 
the tennis matches at Wimbleton that day. 
It was the first lie I ever did tell him,” she 
added passionately and clasped her hands 
over her breast. It was a gesture Bunny 
knew dated from her marriage, as though 
to hold something precious close, defending 
it motherwise. 

“But blackmail!” Bunny breathed. “If 
Alan had known about it he would have had 
the fellow arrested, and pop would go his 
grand new appointment as Attorney General. 
Makes me sickish to think of you mixed up 
in the dirty business, being ordered around 
by blackguards like this Diana woman’s 
husband, Lewis. "That's what would hit 
Alan hardest too." 

"| know," said Helen softly, "but I don't 
know as I can make you understand, Bunny. 
I've been so happy." He looked away from 
her face. Its radiance was not for him. “I 
felt as though somehow buying Alan's foolish 
letters was earning our happiness." 

"What's this talk about happiness?" 
Dearden asked behind them. He stood in 
the doorway, wearing his formal attire with 
a careless ease that made stocky little Bunny 


writhe. One of Alan's hands was bandaged 
and at Helen's startled exclamation he 
looked down at it casually. "Caught my 


hand on a nail in the taxi. It's nothing, dear. 
Sorry I couldn't make the christening. I 
had—business to attend to that couldn't 


‘A mystery!" marvelled Bunny. “A 
wounded hand and an unexplained absence. 
Now all we need is a crime to convict you 
of. Maybe General Lawrence here has a 
murder in his pocket!" 

The Chief of Scotland Yard handed his 
hat and coat to Henderson and joined the 
group by the fire, followed by other new ar- 
rivals. "Sorry. Not a thing on the docket 
when I left" He slapped Dearden on the 
shoulder. “That was masterly cross exami- 
nation of yours today, Alan. Tomorrow 
ought to close the case. I fancy the jury 
won't deliberate long after the way you 
tangled Metford." 

Helen caught the look on the faces of her 
guests. "We're no better than savages at 
the kill,” she thought. "Lady Hathaway, 
for all her charities and nurseries, looks like 
a cannibal gloating on a roasting missionary. 
They want that wretched little clerk to be 
found guilty—" 

"You succeeded in confusing him all 
right,” Bunny was saying. "All the same, 
I'd hate to have the spook of Metíord 
dragging chains around my diggings ever 
after, or whatever spooks do to the people 
who make them spooks !" 

"You must have been talking to Helen," 
Dearden said reproachfully. “She insists 
the little beggar is innocent. No, no, my 
boy—there are too many weak places in his 
story.” 

“Alan dear, the baby, Thornton Edward 
George Haig Pennyfield Cameron, will never 
forgive you for deserting him this after- 
noon.” His sister-in-law was plaintive. 
“What business did you have on Mallet 
Street that was more important than your 
only nephew’s christening ?” 

Helen caught a glimpse of her own face 
in the mantel mirror. No, the bright hostess 
expression had not slipped. She had not 
screamed it aloud after him then—Mallet 
Street. Those letters that she had burned 
in the clean flames had been addressed to 
Diana Rogers on Mallet Street. But surely 
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Alan would deny it. He would say some 
simple word that would make the chairs and 
pictures and all the dear furnishings of home 
look familiar again instead of suddenly 
threatening, grotesque. 

“What sort of business could I have in 
that part of town?” Alan was saying, "No, 
my dear Eloise you must have been mistaken 
—or perhaps I have a double.” 

He was standing there just a few feet 
away from her. She could have reached out 
and touched him, and he was a thousand 
miles away. The stem of the sherry glass 
snapped in Helen's fingers. Could Alan be 
lying? Through the whirling of her world 
she heard at an immense distance Bunny's 
voice, bantering. “The plot thickens! Now 
we have a witness who saw the suspected 
on Mallet Street. You see, old man, how 
easily people can be mistaken. And when 
a man's life hangs on our human habit—well. 
why don't you give that poor little rabbit a 
chance tomorrow ?” 


OOD little Bunny. He was standing 

beside her now offering her his arm. 
They were going out into the dining room 
to eat dinner, in the wreckage of the world. 
He felt the chill of her fingers through his 
sleeve. "Steady on, Helen," he murmured. 
“Stout fella, what? Don't think what you're 
thinking. Not about Alan." 

She lifted her head proudly. Whatever 
the reason Alan might have had for being 
on that street it was not a sordid affair with 
an old flame. He had not gone from her 
arms to another woman's. She would have 
staked her life on that, because if she lost 
there would be no reason for living. She 
heard her voice through the interminable 
succession of food and more food, laughing 
gaily, answering the remarks of her guests, 
talking about cricket, and polo and the opera 
as though she stood off and regarded a 
stranger, dressed in her beautiful ice blue 
gown, sitting at the head of her gracious 
table. And looking down the flowers and 
glass and silver at another stranger, a hand- 
some, genial man whom she had never seen 
before. 

After dinner cards, endless cards slipping 
through well kept, jewelled fingers with the 
maddening deliberation of a slow motion 
picture. Two no trumps. I double. I pass. 
No, I hadn't heard. Yes, isn't it? Helen’s 
eyes strained passionately toward a beloved 
dark head in the library beyond with Bunny 
and General Lawrence. Would this inter- 
minable evening ever end? Had Alan lied 
when he said that he had not been on Mallet 
Street, or was it his moment's hesitation in 
answering Eloise, his air of not expecting to 
be believed that made the truth sound like 
a lie, even as the wretched little clerk Met- 
ford's flounderings made his story sound 
ridiculous? 

“Alan's new appointment will be certain 
after this case.” Lady Hathaway was say- 
ing. "I wouldn't miss attending court to- 
morrow for worlds. It's as good as a play! 
Why haven't you been to hear your brilliant 
husband, my dear?" 

Cards, silly glittering bits of pasteboard. 
The queen of diamonds. The ace of spades, 
"Perhaps I will be there tomorrow," Helen 
heard herself saying. Would the plan that 
Bunny had unfolded to her under cover of 
one of Lord Hathaway's funny stories at the 
table succeed ? 

"Listen, Helen," he had mumbled through 
his colorless mustache. "I've been kidding 
Alan about his bandaged hand and his un- 
explained absence from the christening. May- 
be you saw how funny he looked when Eloise 
spoke of seeing him on Mallet Street? If 
I can show him that he himself might have 
difficulty of proving his whereabouts from 
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five to six this afternoon, perhaps | can 
shake his faith in the circumstantial evidence 
he's piling up against poor Metford. After 
all, why not? Every man's got an unguarded 
hour in his life when he does things that 
would sound fantastic on the witness stand, 
and couldn’t for the life of him dig up any- 
hody to prove a perfectly true alibi.” 

What were they saying now in the other 
room? Alan had risen, was walking un- 
easily about. General Lawrence was staring 
at him curiously, Bunny was doing the talk- 
ing, pointing his finger, scowling in ludicrous 
imitation of Alan's cross examination. Now 
the Scotland Yard chief was asking a ques- 
tion and Alan was shrugging his shoulders. 
Hope leaped high in Helen like a flame, then 
sank. No, no, it was no use. She knew 
proudly the streak of stubborness that ran 
through Alan's nature. Bunny's game would 
do nothing to shake Alan’s purpose to send 
the stammering clerk whom he believed 
guilty of pushing his wife over a Dover cliff 
to the gallows. Nothing but absolute proof 
of the man’s innocence could stop him—or 
perhaps the desire to shield her from all 
ugliness as he had said that afternoon. 

She quiyered at the memory of his shaken 
voice, like a bride. Yes, he might even 
sacrifice Metford for her if she told him 
the truth tonight. “Am I going to let our 
dear love make us cowards?” she thought. 
(Diamonds are trumps. Your lead, Lady 
Hathaway. Yes, the flowers in Kensington 
Gardens have been superb this spring. I 
pass. I make it three hearts) “I can't tell 
him. It's my responsibility. He will be 
terribly hurt when I step into the witness 
box tomorrow. I shall have to tell the whole 
world about Diana Rogers and her letters, 
all the silly, sad, sordid business. It may 
lose him his appointment but it won't lose 
me his love. I would have little faith in it 
if I were afraid of that. I've got to save him 
from himself —" 


ER hands went to her breast, holding 

something close, protecting it mother- 
wise. Bunny, coming up, saw the gesture 
and covered the patient pain in his heart with 
buffoonery. Long ago he had accepted his 
róle in life, resignedly. After all the jester 
might stay near the queen! "You should 
have heard us tangle up your husband in 
crime." he chuckled, "His story is perfectly 
incredible. He hasn't even got a phantom 
witness to his whereabouts this afternoon 
from five to six. Says he went to his law- 
yers, sat in tlie anteroom for fifteen minutes 
without seeing a soul, then took a walk along 
the embankment to think something out. 
Won't tell what the something w: Won't 
tell what business he had with his lawyers. 
Won't tell what was in the mysterious letter 
he received this afternoon. Sticks to it that 
it was a nail hurt his hand though the Gen- 
eral looked at the cut and says it looks more 
like a penknife slash to him! Now all we 
need is a crime and you'll be a beautiful 
widow, Helen." 

Henderson stood in the doorway. 
phone for the General," he intoned. 
Yard is calling." 

Bunny gave a crow of glee. ‘‘And there's 
the crime! A perfect case! If this proves 
to you, Mister-Attorney-General-to-Be that 
circumstantial evidence isn't to be relied on, 
the grateful public ought to raise a monu- 
ment to Metford on the Dover cliffs with a 
simple inscription—say, “Don’t Push.’ " 

Helen scarcely heard him, scarcely knew 
when her guests began to go. She moved 
among them, smiling, saying the right things 
(So glad you could come. Yes I'll see you 
at the Burge-Jones’. A lovely christening. 
Beautiful weather.) but inwardly she stood 
apart in a quiet place of exaltation. Even 
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the strange expressions on the faces of the 
General, Bunny and Alan Dearden, when 
she finally rejoined them in the emptied 
drawing room, did not register on her con- 
sciousness. 

“Funny concidence," Bunny was'yammer- 
ing, not meeting anybody’s eyes. “Shows 
you, Alan, how a perfectly innocent man 
might be suspected of murdering someone he 
had never even seen.” 

“You are absurd, Bunny,” said Alan 
Dearden, facing them, tall and pale. "No 
innocent man will ever suffer from the law. 
I shall convict Metford tomorrow morning 
if it is the last case I ever try." 

"You forget, Dearden, we have a new 
murder to solve," the Scotland Yard man 
said. He lighted a cigarette with a hand that 
shook, ‘What about the man who strangled 
the wretched woman this afternoon? Will 
you be determined to see justice done there?” 

Helen slipped her arm through her hus- 
band’s. ` "Thank heavens Alan won't be try- 
ing any more murder cases," she said. "After 
tomorrow I shall be so much happier." 

"Ah, yes, of course the appointment !" 
General Lawrence threw the freshly lighted 
cigarette into the fire and took his hat and 
coat from Henderson. "Naturally—those 
things aren't certain until they're announced. 
Are you coming my way, Bunny ?" 

Left alone Helen looked up into the be- 
loved face that wore such stern new lines. 
"Alan, tell me," she whispered, "would you 
mind—so terribly—if something happened so 
that—so that you didn't get the appointment 
as Attorney General?” 

“There is only one thing in the world, 
Helen that could ever really hurt me.” He 
said slowly. And suddenly she knew that 
he too was speaking from some powerful 
inner compulsion, some isolation of soul like 
her own, "And that would be to lose your 
love. All the rest, honors and fame or 
even—” he drew a slow deep breath “—even 
disgrace would be nothing." He took her 
in his arms and their kiss, strange and 
solemn was not like those of their two-year- 
long honeymoon, but the first kiss of their 
real marriage. 

The memory.of it was like a strong hand 
to hold onto when, the next morning Helen 
Dearden stood waiting in an anteroom to 
be called into the witness box as the defense 
in the case of The Crown Vs. George Met- 
ford. 


ND now the moment had come. As ina 
dream she heard her own name shouted. 
As in a dream she found herself kissing a 
greasy book, facing a tensely silent room. 
Out of the blur of faces one only stood out, 
Alan's, a mask of amazement. She gave him 
a little smile and nod and looked away, a 
slim, gallant figure in the dingy light. 

“Lady Dearden tell the court whether you 
were in Dover on the afternoon of March 
14th last." The voice of the lawyer for the 
defence broke the silence. 

She met the eyes of the prisoner. Watery, 
pallid blue eyes lighted now with incredulous 
hope. "I was." The Adam's apple she re- 
membered seeing that day working franti- 
cally. 

“And while you were there did you visit 
the top of the chalk cliffs by the Summit 
Path?" 

Alan was standing like a man frozen. A 
granite statue of a man. There after she 
spoke directly to him. They might have 
been alone in the beautiful room with the 
roses and the firelight and the pale satin 
cushions, as she told of meeting a man, this 
man in the prisoner's dock yonder, with a 
middle aged woman wearing a green knitted 
jumper suit. She described how the woman 
had hurried on ahead of Metford, and how 
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he had called after her, “Mind the cliff, 
Annie! Don't fall!” 

T eemed anxious," she added quietly, 
d for her safety. He called before he 
saw me. There is no doubt that that was the 
man I met. No doubt in my mind at all." 

"But, Lady Dearden," the lawyer for the 
defense said strongly. "For ten days we 
have been hunting for a mysterious woman 
witness. If you claim to be that woman you 
must tell us what extraordinary chance led 
you, the wife of the Crown prosecutor to be 
on top of a Dover cliff at eleven o'clock of 
a chilly March morning." 

She had seen that look that met her eyes 
now everywhere she turned them, last night. 
"That eager, hungry look of animals waiting 
the kill. But her voice was steady as she 
answered, smiling gently into Alan Dear- 
den's stony face. "Certainly I will tell you 
why I was there. T had an appointment with 
a man—a blackmailer I believe you would 
call him. I was to throw a black satchel con- 
taining two thousand pounds from the cliff 
at exactly eleven-fifteen that morning." 

In the breathless hush, as of held breaths, 
he hurled another question at her. She 
clutched the rail with such a painful in- 
tensity that her gloves were split along their 
back “The money was for letters,” she 
answered. "Love-letters written by my hus- 
band to a woman named Diana Rogers ten 
years ago. I wanted—” she met Alan's eyes, 
the brave woman-soul looking from her 
own —“I wanted to save him from the pain 
of knowing I knew. He might always have 
thought that I cared. I was afraid I could 
not make him understand that the letters 
were of no more importance to me than the 
oak leaves under which I found them 
hidden.” 

The words faltered. Into the stillness of 
the room 1 come the raucous cry of the 
newsboys, “Murdered Woman Was Diana 
Rogers. Mallet Street Victim Identified.” 

As Helen swayed an arm was about her 
shoulders. Bunny’s arm, leading her from 
the witness box. To Bunny she said in a 
small stricken voice. “What have I done?” 
then answered her own question with a cry 
as Alan Dearden came into the anteroom 
followed by the chief of Scotland Yard, two 
grim faced hobbies and a wild eyed troop of 
reporters. “Alan! My dearest dear! I have 
put a rope around your neck with my own 
hand!” 

“No, no. I was the one,” Bunny croaked. 
“That damn fool game I tried on Alan last 
night! I put the General onto him. Showing 
up the weakness of his alibi. I'd have cut 
off my right hand rather than have dragged 
you into this mess." 

Alan Dearden put his arm about his wi 
smiling down at her quietly. "It was brave 
of you to handle that blackguard alone, | 
brave of you to come here today. Now I'm | 
going to ask you to be braver still, Helen. | 
I'm going to save the General here the | 
of arresting me for the murder of Diana | 
Rogers by voluntarily confessing it!” | 

He glanced at the clock. “There will be | 
just time for the afternoon papers to c 
the story. Diana had threatened me. 
ceived a letter from her yesterday. I went 
to her apartment to talk with her. It was 
dark and she rushed at me with a knife, evi- 
dently mistaking me for someone with whom 
she had been quarreling. ‘You’ve come back, 
have you?' she shouted and stabbed at me, 
cutting my hand. I choked her off in self 
defense. Have you got that down ?" 

He might have been talking to a social 
gathering in his own drawing room. His 
calm steadied them all. Helen, leaning 
against his strong arm heard the incredible 
words he spoke as though they were lines 
in a play, without concern to her. She even 
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smiled faintly at Bunny. Poor old Bunny— 
his eyes were positively popping out of his 
face with horror! 

“But—for Heaven's sake, Alan—if the 
fellow she was quarreling with doesn't show 
up and give his story to clear you, don't you 
realize you can't prove self-defense?” 

Alan Dearden nodded. “Who would re- 
alize that better than ' he said. “I hope 
you mention that in your story, boys, as a 
favor to me. If the chap she had been quar- 
reling with and mistook me for reads the 
story, he might do the decent thing and tes- 
tify to help me out of this mess !" 

General Lawrence spoke to Helen. “The 
fellow who blackmailed you. Would you 
be able to identify his picture? This Rogers 
woman was living with a Charles Lewis. I'll 
have his photograph brought in from the 
Rogues Gallery with several others. He's 
probably the man she thought she was stab- 
bing in the darkened room," 

Alan Dearden smiled. 


HAT night Helen read the flaming 

headlines of the papers, “Wife of Ac- 
cused Prosecutor Fails to Identify Black- 
mailer." The stories went on to say that the 
man to whom she had given two thousand 
pounds that fateful afternoon had had a 
sandy mustache, that he was little and in- 
significant looking. 

As Helen finished the paper she pressed 
it close to her and hoped, hoped that Lewis, 
tall and strong featured, would be thrown 
off guard by her erroneous description of 
the blackmailer, come forward and testify 
that it was he Diana had been quarreling 
with before Alan came. 

And the next morning he did. "It will 
cost you ten thousand pounds," he said 
craftily. “For that sum I will testify Diana 
had been quarreling with me, that I had left 
and that she must have come after Dearden 
with a knife, thinking he was I." 

"[ will pay it gladly," Helen told him, 
hope and relief swelling in her throat. *You 
must be at General Lawrence's office this 
afternoon at two. I will have the money 
ready for you after.” 

"It's working! It's working!" she told 
faithful Bunny over the phone. “Come, you 
must go to Lawrence's office with me. Lewis 
has promised to come there at two and tes- 
tify for Alan—" 

"It's stupendous," Bunny chortled when 
he had arrived. “If Alan puts this over by 
sheer nerve and a confession that might have 
cost him his own life, the public will be so 
tickled the job of Attorney General is 
cinched." 

And then Lawrence's office. 

Lewis was there, even before Helen and 
Bunny. Alan came in shortly after under 
guard. Lawrence was stern and uncompro- 
mising. Helen's arms ached for the feel of 
her husband in them, but she was content 
to return the swift press of his hand as he 
passed. 

"Mr. Lewis—" Lawrence cleared his 
throat. "Mrs. Dearden has informed me you 
have testimony that will materially aid the 
confessed killer of Diana Rogers." 

Lewis, secure in his thoughts of the ten 
thousand pounds soon to be his, smirked and 
nodded his head. 

“Suppose,” continued Lawrence, “you tell 
us just what you have to say.” 

Lewis cleared his throat, stood erect, his 
fastidiously gloved hands holding his bowler 
hat. “Yesterday, shortly before five, Diana 
Rogers and I quarreled. She had a beastly 
temper, even though she was my common 
law wife. She got noisy, threw things, threat- 
ened me with a knife, and I left the house.” 

“What did you quarrel about?” inter- 
jected Lawrence. 
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“—Er, she had some letters written to her 
by Mr. Dearden. She was enraged that I 
would not join her in a blackmail plot 
against Mr. Dearden. It seems she had suc- 
ully worked such a plot against Mrs. 
Dearden with part of the letters. She had 
the aid of a man called Glover, or some 
such name. I never met him.” 

“Continue,” ordered the General. 

“Well, I can imagine that Dearden had 
to defend himself when he entered the house, 
shades down as they were. She was like a 
tiger cat when aroused and had already 
threatened me with a knife—" 

“Now! Now!” a voice in Helen's brain 
dinged at her, as she saw and heard Lewis 
put his feet on the path Alan had skillfully 
built for him by his own clever confession. 
Then she got to her fee 

"General Lawrence," she said clearly, 
“what this man has said is not true. Lewis 
is the man I paid the two thousand pounds 
to. Not any Mr. Glover. Lewis is the man 
who delivered the letters to me that day 
on the cliff." 

Lewis's teeth bared viciously under the 
accusing finger of Helen. He was an animal 
at bay. 

And Alan jumped up. “Why have you 
your gloves on, Lewis? Is it possible that 
your hand is cut too—that the length of 
the cut would coincide with the bloody mark 
on Diana Rogers’ neck? 

“It might, you know,” he went on—be- 
cause Diana Rogers was already dead when 
I called at her flat.” 

General Lawrence had already grabbed the 
wild-eyed Lewis’ arm, peeled back the glove 
on his right hand—and there revealed was 
a two-inch long cut.” 

“A trick, eh?” panted Lewis. “A trick to 
get me here—that confession of yours. Well, 
it didn’t work.” 

He whirled for the partly opened door, 
one hand fumbling for a gun in his side 
pocket. But he didn’t reach the door before 
it was filled by two burly constables, guns 
in hand. 


*xX 7 ES," Alan explained that night, Helen 

beside him on the divan, Bunny taking 
his ease with whisky and soda, "I did go 
to see Diana Rogers. I had a note just before 
the christening, asking me to call at five- 
thirty. I went a bit early, anxious to get the 
business over because I knew she wanted 
me to buy some foolish letters I had written 
her years before." 

"And when you got there she was already 
dead," supplied Bunny, and you were fearful 
of notifying the authorities, for fear of what 
the publicity would do to the Attorney Gen- 
eralship, so wandered about much as you 
told us." 

"Right," admitted Alan. "I did cut my 
hand in a taxi, and by so doing I created my 
own unguarded hour." 

"Helen's description of the blackmailer 
that she gave the newspapers to lull Lewis' 
fears was a stroke of genius," Bunny said 
presently. "My genius. Sometimes my own 
cleverness frightens me. I told her to tell 
the newspaper Johnies the blackmailer was 
an insignificant little man with a sandy mus- 
tache and thinning hair—" He uttered an 
exclamation, staring into the mirror oppo- 
site. “Great heavens! I was describing my- 
self and didn't know it!" 

Helen and Alan did not answer him, and 
turning to look at them he saw that they 
had not heard. Lost they were in some far 
heaven of their own which he could not 
share. The light on their faces was not from 
the fire, and because he had no right to look 
on it Bunny tiptoed away and left them in- 
side the magic circle which had only room 
for two out of the whole world. 
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Under Two Flags 


[Continued from page 17] 


is amusing the other men at his expense, 
smiles, joins in the song good-naturedly, 
and seems now to be aware of her arm. 
Cigarette becomes gay. She has made him 
admit that he likes her! 

Then, without warning, he spreads his 
knees apart. She falls to the floor, her legs 
in the air and her petticoats showing. The 
Legionnaires are roaring with laughter. 
Cigarette looks capable of killing Victor. 
He smiles down at her and rises to his feet. 

“And now, Mademoisselle," he says, bow- 
ing, "if you will forgive me, I'll go to a 
café where drinking is the sole entertain- 
ment." 

He and his three companions start toward 
the door. Cigarette scrambles to her feet, 
insane with fury. She seizes a knife, throws 
it. As Victor passes the knife sticks in the 
wall beside him. 

"Don't move!" she commands. 
you entertainment!” 

He stops. In the wall on the other side 
of him, a second knife lodges. He slowly 
turns, showing no emotion. Then his eyes 
light up. He wrenches the knives from the 
wall, raises one in the air as if to throw 
it, giving an ear-piercing imitation of an 
Arab war-cry. 

Cigarette screams. This man is a mad- 
man! She knows how to throw knives so 
that they will miss people by an inch—but 
this crazy man may kill her. She starts to 
run, Victor in pursuit, while the Legion- 
naires cheer and roar with laughter at the 
spectacle. Victor, himself is laughing as 
irette, panting, dashes into the officers" 


“PIL give 


alcove at the side of the cafe, where the 
Commandant and Captain Menzies are 
drinking. 

“Stop him! Call the guard!” she cries, in 
terror 


Victor bursts into the alcove and, finding 
himself face to face with the Commandant, 
draws himself up stiffly, salutes, hands the 
knives to Cigarette. "Mademoiselle, your 
cutlery," he says politely, salutes again, 
walks out. 

"Have him arrested at once!" the still- 
excited Cigarette demands. “He insults me! 
He threatens me in my cafe!" She rush 
out after Victor to hurl French epithets at 
his retreating back. 

In the alcove, Captain Menzies humorous- 
ly comments, “ ‘Methinks the lady doth pro- 
test too much.’ She's screaming ‘Get out’ 
and she really means ‘Oh, please come back,’ 
I'm much mistaken. Amusing, what ? 

The Commandant, who looks troubled, 
does not answer for a moment. "Oh, yes— 
yes, of course—very funny.” His voice 
lacks conviction. 

Some unexpected drama developed during 
the filming of this scene. A professional 
Hollywood knife-thrower, so expert that he 
is paid $300 for every performance he makes, 
was hired to throw the knives into the wall 
beside Colman. And, for the first time in 
his life, he did not hit his intended mark 
"The knife slipped as it left his hand, went 
inches off its intended route, struck Colman 
a glancing blow, nicked him with a flesh 
wound. The set momentarily was in turmoil. 
The knife-thrower was so upset that he wa 
almost hysterical, said that he would take 
no money for an error. Colman was the 
coolest person there. He asked that the 
scene be filmed again without delay, before 
anyone could become really jittery—and he 
refused a double for the retake, which, by 
the way, was perfect in its precision. 
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In Under Two Flags, more than in any 

previous picture, Claudette has a dangerous 
feminine competitor. Usually, two men (or 
more) are battling for the affections of 
Claudette. In this picture, she and another 
girl are battling, unaware of each other, for 
the love of one man—Colman. The other 
girl is played by Rosalind Russell, behind 
whose entry into the picture there is an 
amusing story. 
Rosalind, for some time, has made no 
secret of the fact that she is tired of playing 
“hot-house orchids in a field of wild flowers.” 
She has been pleading for a chance to play 
a more primitive brand of femininity. Re- 
cently, when Director Frank Lloyd was at 
M-G-M, making Mutiny on the Bounty, she 
mentioned her ambition to him—and he 
promised to try to help her. But when he 
arrived at 20th Century-Fox to make Under 
Two Flags, dramatizing the beauty and 
brutality of the Algerian desert, and dis- 
covered that he needed a sensitive, cultured 
girl for his hero to idealize—he sent for 
Rosalind. She threw up her hands and said 
something that sounded like, “The same old 
part!” But her discouragement was short 
lived. For the róle is the most romantic that 
she has had. It is almost as large as Claud- 
ette's, even though it is not as dramatic. 

She plays Venetia Cairn, niece of the 
British Commissioner and a member of 
Captain Menzies’ party, which has preceded 
the Commissioner to Saida. The Com- 
mandant, anxious to impress upon her that 
he has the best fighting men in the Legion, 
takes her on a tour of the barracks. They 
come into the dormitory in the heat of mid- 
afternoon when the men, off duty, are trying 
to relax, to forget the heat. Victor, just 
promoted to the rank of Sergeant, (to the 
dismay of Cigarette, who has tried to make 
the Commandant demote him), is occupied 
in putting the finishing touches on a delicate 
carving of a fine hunting horse. It is the 
image of a horse he once had owned. He 
has carved it from memory, and on the bot- 
tom he scratches the name, "Forest King." 
V VETIA, passing down the line of men, 

instantly fascinated—as was Cigarette 
—by the face of this one man. She senses 
that he is different from the rest. She picks 
up the carving he has made. “A perfect 
model of an English thoroughbred hunter,” 
she says quietly, as to an equal. She looks 
at him, trying to appraise him, to picture his 
past. “It might have been carved from 
memory. I think it’s lovely.” Later, Victor 
admits to his pal and ex-manservant, Rake, 
that his meeting with Venetia has affected 
him deeply, brought back buried memories 
of the past. 

The second meeting of Victor and Ciga- 
rette takes place in a colorful setting—an 
Arab market place outside Saida. Victor, 
who knows Arabic, is there in the hope of 
picking up stray news of an army forming. 
And there he sees Captain Menzies purchas- 
ing horses, with Cigarette “helping” him. 
To Victor’s amusement, it soon becomes 
apparent that she is really in league with the 
Arab horse traders, for one horse, after a 
change of equipment, has been sold to 
Menzies as the twin of one he has just 
bought. It is trotted out again with still 
different equipment and, with Cigarette’s 
persuasion, it is purchased a third time. 
Finally, the same horse is brought out a 
fourth time, alongside a black horse. Victor, 
amused, steps up, tips his cap to the suspi- 
cious Cigarette, offers to help Menzies. The 
Captain favors the black horse, Victor, the 
Cigarette is furious. 

"There's one way to prove the black is 
best,” she says. “I will ride him and the 
native boy shall ride the bay. We will race!" 
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likes the idea, and Cigarette 
mounts. Victor says to Menzies, “With 
your permission, sir, I'll ride the bay. You 
see, the Arab boy might be inclined to think 
that someone wants you to buy the black.” 

"[ say, you two ought to have a bet on 
this," Menzies suggests. "Shall we say a 
bottle of wine to—a kiss?” 

Victor smiles at the suggestion and at 
Cigarette. "As the lady likes." 

“Oui, I bet," she answers, “—even though 
it would kill me to pay." 

Victor and Cigarette race over a level 
stretch of sand. Victor wins, by a small 
margin and Cigarette, burning with indig- 
nation, is convinced that he has defeated her 
only to make her kiss him. Victor, having 
no such intention, says to Menzies, humor- 
ously, “I’m afraid Mademoiselle doesn't care 
to pay. After all, the horse won. Couldn't 
we compromise by allowing her to kiss the 
horse?" 

Cigarette raises her quirt, lashes Victor 
across the face, turns her horse, and races 
away. Victor wheels, urges his own horse 
in pursuit. He catches up with her, puts an 
arm about her waist, and pulls her over to 
his own horse. With the added weight, the 
saddle cinch breaks and both fall to the 
sand. She berates him ; he laughs—and tells 
her that he had not meant what he had said. 
He puts out his hand in a gesture of friend- 
liness. 

She takes it, smiling slowly. “Would it 
have killed you if I had paid my bet?" she 
asks. 

“T should say not!” 

Cigarette throws her arms about his neck 
impulsively, kisses him, then watches his 
eyes for his reaction. He is startled, a bit 
pleased—as any soldier would be at an un- 
expected, romantic interlude. “I’m sorry 
we didn’t bet more!” he tells her. 

Like a pleased child, she snuggles closer 
to him. 


Menzies 


HVS later, they still are sitting in the 
sand. Cigarette is breathlessly happy. 
Victor is contented with the situation, and 
thinks that Cigarette is not taking their little 
adventure any more seriously than he is, 
though she says, looking off toward the 
desert sunset, “I did not know I could hate 
a man so much and love him so quick.” 

They rise, start walking back toward 
Saida. She is singing a gay little French 
song for him, which she interrupts to say: 
“Even though you did not look at me in the 
cafe, I knew that you liked me. And I liked 
you, too. And tonight you will come again, 
and I will fix a little place so nice for you 
in thealcove. Then I think we will bet some 
more. You will come, yes ?" 

"My dear child," he answers lightly, 
"that's an invitation no soldier could refuse." 

You will be surprised at the quality of 
Claudette's singing voice in this picture— 
especially when you remember she took no 
voice training in preparation, and rehearsed 
very briefly. 

Victor does not appear at Cigarette's cafe 
that night. On his way to the cafe, he 
passes the hotel, where an officers' ball is in 
progress, decides to crash the party, goes 
back to the barracks to clean up, gets late 
leave, and puts his carved horse in his pocket 
—as an excuse to talk to Venetia. By a 
clever, risky ruse, he gets into the hotel 
grounds, finds Venetia, and dares her to go 
with him to the native quarter. 

They steal away from the ball and he 
shows her the narrow, sinister native streets, 
a cafe where they hear weird Arabian music, 
another cafe where they see a snake charmer. 
Both have the time of their lives, sharing 
this adventure, these hours together. Re- 
luctantly, they part outside the hotel 
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She thanks him for showing her 
vs that that was not Africa— 
that Africa is out in the desert, at the 
Maibou oasis. She laughs, says that he is 
tempting her again, but goes inside. In 
parting, they almost kis He rides out to 
the oasis alone, remains there some time, 
and is about to start back when Venetia ap- 
pears. And there, in the romantic ruins of 
an old monastery, under a desert moon, they 
spend the night, confess their love. She does 
not know who he really is, or what his past 
is—and does not care. She loves him. And 
he, though he may never be able to claim 
her for his own and though the future may 
seem endless after this one night, abandons 
himself to his love for her. (You will re- 
member this scene—one of the most idyllic 
love scenes ever filmed!) 

In the meantime, the Commandant is in 
an agony of jealousy. He has heard of the 
“bet” between Victor and Cigarette, knows 
of Victor’s pursuit of her into the desert 
and the long time before they returned. He 
can learn nothing el Finally, in despera- 
tion, he goes to Cigarette’s cafe. She has 
given up hope of Victor’s coming and is cry- 
ing her heart out. And she makes no pre- 
tense of being happy to see the Commandant, 
who cannot understand and is doubly tor- 
tured now. 

The next night, the body of a murdered 
Arab chieftain, who has made a pact with 
the French and English, is tossed by hor. 
men at the gate of the hotel. It is the 
of war, an Arab uprising. Immediately, 
the soldiers receive orders to rush to Ain 
in the desert, in a desperate attempt to 
prevent the juncture of three Arab tribes. 
Victor, meanwhile, is frantically upset by 
the news that the British Commissioner, 
who has just arrived, is Lord Seraph. Victor 
knows him from the past and decides that, at 
all costs, he must get back his telltale cary- 
ing from Venetia. He rushes to the hotel, 
bumps into Cigarette on the way, promises 
to see her before he leaves. He is with 
Venetia for only a moment, during which 
she promises to wait for him forever, before 
Lord Seraph knocks on her door and Victor 
has to leave—without the carving On her 
balcony, s farewell. Cigarette sees 
them. broken, she makes no effort to 
stop him as he runs past her. She stumbles 
back to the cafe, blindly. 


HE Commandant, promoted to Colonel 
for his expedition, goes to the cafe, in- 
flated with pride, convinced now that Ciga- 
rette will marry him when he returns. She 
is in tears, in misery. She cannot even pre- 
tend to be happy. He accuses her of think- 
ing of the Sergeant. She says, “Yes—I love 
him.” 

Later, obsessed with the idea that this 
Sergeant has stolen his girl, the Colonel 
determines on a bitter revenge. If he can- 
not have Cigarette, neither will Victor have 
her. He will see that Victor is killed first. 
At Ain Sefra, he sends Victor on a danger- 
ous mission to a small, isolated fort in the 
desert. Victor loses many men, but returns. 
He is sent a second time—a third time. He 
is convinced now that the Colonel wants his 
death, does not understand why, fatalistical- 
ly decides that death would put an end to the 
problem of his past and his reason for en- 
listment. 

This time, he and his men are attacked by 
an overwhelming force of Arabs. It is only 
a matter of a day or two at most until the 
fort must fall, the last man die. The Colonel 
knows of their plight, stubbornly refuses to 
go to their rescue—until a courier breaks 
through with an ironic message from Victor. 
“The bad penny will not return this time.” 
The Colonel likes the courage of the insult. 
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CITY. 


He orders his men to move up and aid 
Victor. 

Meanwhile, from one of the wounded 
straggling back into Saida, Cigarette learns 
that the Colonel is trying to have Victor 
killed. Venetia, who has also heard, asks 
her if she knows Sergeant Victor. (Venetia 
has now learned who he really is. His carv- 
ing has identified him.) 

“I love him,” Cigarette says, passionately. 
“And he would have been mine, if you had 
not come. He does not belong with your 
kind. He is of the Legion. He is my kind. 
Would you follow them into the desert as I 
have done? Would you march with them, 
nurse them, bind up their broken limbs? I 
have even shot the wounded to keep the 
Arabs from taking them alive. You could 
not do that! You do not belong here. I do 
—and Sergeant Victor is mine! And I could 
save him, too—in a way a fine lady like you 
would not understand. But why should I 
save him—íor you?" 

Then Cigarette can not bear to think of 
Victor dead. She decides to try to make the 
Colonel countermand his murderous order. 
On a fast horse, she sets out for Ain Sefra. 
Arriving there, she finds that the Chasseurs 
have ridden out to the fort. Pell mell, she 
follows them. Far in the distance, she hears 
the sound of a battle. She dismounts, creeps 
to the top of a sand dune, sees the Chasseurs 
in front of the fort, caught in a trap, entirely 
surrounded by thousands of Arabs. She re- 
mounts her tired horse, urges it back over 
the route she has traveled, to try to bring 
reinforcements—before it is too late. 

Darkness spreads over the desert. The 
battle ceases. The surviving Chasseurs 
break through to the temporary shelter of 
the fort. There are only fifty-five of them 
left; they cannot last long, unless relief ar- 
rives. The Colonel has it out with Victor, 
discovers to his amazement that Victor does 
not love Cigarette, but Venetia. During the 
night Victor steals out on the battlefield, 
dons a dead Arab's garment, and gets into 
the Arab camp. He is brought before the 
chieftain, who once went to Oxford and has 
a healthy respect for the British. Victor 
tells him that British troops are on the way 
to aid the French, asks him to send out 
scouts if he does not believe him. The chief- 
tain promises that if Victor is lying, he will 
die in torture. 

The few hours that he gains for his forces 
with this trick are enough. Over the morn- 
ing horizon come reinforcements, hurried 
there by Cigarette, who is riding in the front 
rank as they charge the surprised Arabs. 
She is struck by a shot, topples from her 
horse—almost at Victor’s feet. He rushes 
to pick her up. Her eyes shine at the sight 
of him, alive. She begs him not to move her. 

In broken gasps, she tells him: “No—no 
higher . .. I have seen so many men—die— 
I know—what this is. You can’t do any- 
thing.” She stops, struggling for the breath 
to continue. “There is something I must 


say. She said—your English lady—that if 
I love you—I would save you. Tell her—I 
tried.” 


She opens her eyes, her lips have the 
whisper of a smile. “It is so—funny. When 
I waited for you—you did not come. Now 
you have come—and I—must go away." 

Half-deliriously, she sings weakly a bar 
of the song she had sung in the desert. 
Victor's eyes fill with tears. 

"You will remember—that day—in 
desert ?” 

Victor struggles painfully to speak. "I 
will always—remember." 

Weakly, Cigarette asks 
—just once more?" 

Their lips meet gently. She lifts her hand 
to his wet cheek, With a smile, she whis- 
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headaches and dizziness. Don't let it lay you up. 
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pers five last words: "One little—tear—for 
Cigarette.” 

That is the most affecting scene that 
Claudette Colbert has ever made. She ad- 
mits as much, herself. And it is no exag- 
geration to say that the camera crew lived 
that scene with Colman—with lumps in 
their throats. There was silence for a long 
moment after it was over. There can be no 
greater tribute from fellow movie-makers. 


HE rôle of Cigarette will do great 

things for Claudette—who is already 
the most valuable of all feminine stars. 
“Being French by inheritance, though I am 
an American now,” she says, “I felt as if I 
understood this great-hearted little gamin 
who was the sweetheart of the whole 
Foreign Legion when she wanted to be the 
sweetheart of but one man. I am glad that 
I departed from a rule of five years to play 
a French girl—but this doesn’t mean that 
I'll play another. Not me. I’m too fond 
of skirmishing about the dramatic hedges. 
I want novelty in my róles." 

And, coming so soon after his triumph in 
A Tale of Two Cities, this picture will in- 
sure Ronald Colman’s popularity for years 
to come. For in Under Two Flags he has 
much of the careless courage that he por- 
trayed as Sidney Carton, as well as the 
quiet fatalism and idealism—and is a far 
more romantic figure. Inevitably, those who 
remember him in Beau Geste will compare 
his performance in that earlier epic of the 
Foreign Legion with his performance in 
Under Two Flags—and will decide that he 
has grown immeasurably in dramatic 
stature. 

Victor McLaglen also was in Beau Geste, 
and he and Ronnie spent hours digging up 
reminiscences of that earlier trek into the 
desert, eleven years ago. Vic also made an- 
other famous Foreign Legion picture, The 
Lost Patrol, and he took delight in telling 
of the difficulties encountered in making 
both of those pictures—difficulties that were 
largely erased in the filming of Under Two 
Flags. “Live and learn," says Vic. 

When the company went on location on 
the sand dunes near Yuma, Claudette in- 
tended to live in the tent city that 20th 
Century-Fox erected near the main road. 
But when she found a scorpion in her tent 
on the first day, she suddenly changed her 
mind. She stayed at the small hotel in Yuma, 
driving back and forth in a big company 
car—and her stand-in, hairdresser and ward- 
robe woman went with her. They were the 
only women on the location trip, aside from 
the script girl. It was not necessary for 
Rosalind Russell to take the trip to the sand 
dunes—though she nearly went along, any- 
way, just for fun. The Yuma hotel in which 
Claudette stayed, by the way, is only two 
blocks from the home of "the marrying 
justice, Judge Freeman, who put the seal 
on her elopement with Dr. Pressman. 


OLMAN and McLaglen stayed in the 

tent city and, except for the fact that 
they had tents to themselves, shared the 
lives of the extras and camera crew. The 
camp had heat, electricity, running water, 
tents with wooden floors and screened win- 
dows, de luxe meals—all the comforts of 
civilization in a sandy wasteland. It also had 
army discipline. At 4:30 A. M., a bugle call 
shattered the quiet of the camp; a half-hour 
later breakfast was served, and at 5:30 
sharp the trek over the sand dunes to the 
scene of shooting began. (The early morning 
light was the best for filming, which explains 
the early rising. And was that 5 A. M. air 
invigorating!) There were no rules about 
retiring, but, as Director Lloyd said, “No 
one could stay awake past nine o'clock at 
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The Law in Her Hands 


[Continued from page 26] 


have given it all up for him. But he wouldn’t 
admit it! 

“You must excuse me,” she said. “One 
of my clients—a very important client, Mr. 
Owen Gorden, is waiting to see me.” 

She picked up some papers. Bob, taking 
his cue, departed. A few moments later 
Owen Gordon came briskly into the room. 

“Hey, Mary,” he said, his voice excited. 
"I'm worried about that Garrity case. I 
don’t see what you can do to get him off —" 

Mary looked up. *Don't worry," her voice 
was weary. "I'll get him off.” 

Gordon looked at her with sharp eyes. 
"What's the matter?" He asked abruptly. 
"You look as if you'd—" he paused, a 
cunning look coming into his face. "Had 
a row with that Mitchell guy, eh?” He was 
sneering now. "I've been suspecting for a 
long time that you were goofy about him. 
All I can say is that why the hell don't you 
pick out—" 

"Speaking of the Garrity case!" Mary 
said. Her voice cut over the racketeer's 
warningly. "You want him to get off, don't 
you?" 

Owney Gordon's expression changed to 
something very near meekness. No use 
getting the gal riled up at a time like this. 
"Sure, I do," he said. "Tell me the low- 
down about it—" 


ARY'S solution of the Garrity case 

was simple. Garrity, one of Gordon's 
henchmen, had found it necessary to kill a 
man during the pursuit of his duties for 
Gordon. It looked bad for Garrity. Bob 
Mitchell was sure that he'd get a conviction. 
Mary was equally sure that he wouldn't. 

Garrity had no family—or, if he did, they 
had certainly forgotten—and gladly—that 
Garrity had ever existed. This did not 
daunt Mary. She had Dot find an old lady 
to testify that her son—Garrity—had al- 
ways been a good boy and that he was her 
sole support. The old woman had wept 
tears in court—with the help of an onion. 

The old-timers in the court smiled quietly 
when they saw the act. They felt that Mary 
would never get away with such an old 
ruse. Bob Mitchell, particularly, was sure 
of it. 

Mary herself wept as she summed up the 
case. At least some of the jury were moved. 
Certainly one member. To such an extent 
that no verdict could be reached because the 
jury disagreed. 

And Mary, hearing the verdict, smiled to 
herself. Turning to Eddie, the process server 
who was always on hand to do certain little 
odd jobs, she handed him an envelope. “Give 
this to the ninth juror,” she whispered. 
Eddie nodded and smiled. It was not the 
first juror she had bought off. 

That evening Mr. Robert Mitchell called 
on Miss Mary Wentworth again. As al- 
ways, Mary’s heart raced when she saw 
him. Her manner, however, was cool and 
sophisticated. 

"I was in the neighborhood," Bob began 
a little awkardly. “And I was wondering— 
if I promised not to preach—whether you'd 
go dancing with me.” 

Mary was looking at him, a slight smile 
curving her lovely lips. 

“Oh, I thought you’d come to congratulate 
me—on the Garrity case,” she said mean- 
ingly. 

He flushed at that. “We’d better not dis- 
cuss that. Will you go dancing with me?” 
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Mary smiled. "Sorry, but I have an ap- 
pointment with a client." 

A look of jealousy crossed Bob's face. 
“Ah, an important client, possibly. Might 
it be Mr. Owen Gordon?” 

*[ thought you weren't going to preach—” 
Her voice was getting angry now. She 
wanted to show Bob that she could take 
care of herself. 

“I don't want to. Although I ought to. 
T've already heard rumors that if you go on 
like this you'll be disbarred. Such tactics—!” 

Mary jumped to her feet. “If that's the 
—why do you come to see me?” Her 
voice was cold with anger. “After all, a 
shyster like me—" 

He stepped towards her. 
into hers. 

"You're no shyster! You're just a pig- 
headed, wise-cracking female who ought to 
be turned over somebody's knee and have 
the by-golly spanked out of you!” 

With irritating coolness, Mary held out 
her slim hand. “Goodby, Mr. Mitchell. And, 
er—" she paused significantly. “—watch 
your step. Anyone hoping to be District 
Attorney shouldn’t be seen in such bad com- 
pany as mine!” 


His eyes glared 


WNEY GORDON took Mary to a 

very swanky night club that evening. 
And as they sat listening to the perfect or- 
chestra he leaned forward and said: 

“Do you like this club, Mary?” 

Mary nodded. “It’s my favorite,” she 
replied. 

He grinned his rather wolfish grin. 
“Good!” he said. “TIl give it to you.” 

“Give it to me!” Mary echoed, a frown 
of wonder creasing her forehead. “But— 
why ?” 

The racketeer leaned close. Mary could 
feel his hot breath on her face. Involun- 
tarily she drew back. “Look, Mary,” Gordon 
was saying. “You and me make a great 
team. Say the word and I'll give you any- 
thing in this town. I own this club—I'll 
give it to you." He suddenly grinned his 
wolfish grin again. “Why, I'll even marry 
you, Mary." 

Mary put her slim hand on his arm. “No, 
no, Owney,” she said quickly. “You and I 
make a swell team. But only as lawyer 
and client. All I want from you is a retainer 
fee. Understand?” 

An ugly expression came into the gang- 
ster’s face. “I suppose when it comes to 
love I have to step aside for that D. A. boy 
friend. Right?” 

A far-away look came into Mary’s eyes 
for a moment. She picked up the menu and 
studied it to hide her feelings. "When it 
comes to love I’m not interested in anyone,” 
she said. But even as she said the words 
she knew she wasn’t fooling Owney Gordon. 

“That’s a good one—" He started to say 

but he was interrupted by one of his lieu- 
tenants who came up with a newspaper and 
put it on the table. 
“Take a look at this, boss,” the henchman 
said." “It’s —" 
*What's bad—" Owney said. He glanced 
down at the paper. Mary did, too. 
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Seven persons are already dead and 
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poison milk which, police declare, has 
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Mary gasped, but quickly hid her horror. 
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said to be careful,” the henchman went on. 
“Well, th got Herman. And if they 
make him talk it will be just too bad.” 

“Shut up!” Gordon said savagely. He 
turned to Mary. “Come on, we've gotta 
get Herman out of jail before they make him 
tall." He got up. Mary didn't move. 
“Come on,” he said sharply. “What the hell 
—step on it." 

Mary gripped the side of the table. “I’m 
not going!” Her voice was low but de- 
termined. 

“Oh yeal The racketeer’s voice had a 
dange e toit. “Quittin’ on me, eh?” 
Mary She stared at the gang- 
ster. “Call it what you like. I’ve handled 
a lot of your dirty work because I felt that 
if [ didn’t some other law would. But 
there’s a limit. Poisoned milk is not in my 
line. You can have your retainer fee. I’m 

through.” 

A few minutes later Mary left the club— 
alone. With a determined line around her 
mouth she went straight to Bob’s office. He 
seemed surprised to see her. 

“Oh, Bob, I’m so glad I found you. I 
want to talk about Gordon—” 

“Why, talk to me about him?” Bob said 
meaningly. "You'd better be spending your 
time figuring out a defense for him. He'll 
need it." 

“But, Bob—! I’m not going to defend 
him. Not this time!" Her voice was 
strained, her manner agitated. 

Bob smiled coolly. “Nice piece of acting, 
Miss Wentworth, but you aren't fooling me. 
You've come her: a trick. But whatever 
it is it won't wor 

Mary's mouth twisted vp agonizingly. He 
didn't be ieve her! She wanted to cry. 
“Bob!” She caught his arm. “I’m not 
lying. Please.” She shook her head from 
side to side. She got up. His expression 
was wooden. “All right, Bob—" her voice 
was choked. “Don’t believe me. But for 
God’s sake don’t let those witnesses you 
have out of your sight. If you want to 
convict Gordon!” 

With that she stumbled from the office. 


ORDON was arrested that afternoon. 

With the two witnesses lined up against 
him he was in a tough spot. Mary, walking 
restlessly up and down her apartment, told 
Dot so. 

"Im worried, Dot," she said. “Worried 
as the devil. There’s no telling what Gordon 
will do. "They've released him on bail and 
1e'll stop at nothing, I tell you." 

*Well, anyway," Dot poi out. ^You're 

out of it. It's not your af : 
"Yes, but—" Mary didn't 
more, She had a premonition. 
"he morning papers confirmed her worst 
ears. While leaving the Criminal Courts 
building in an automobile, the District At- 
torney and the two witnesses in the Gordon 
case had been murdered! Mary gasped. 
Murdered! Good God—! 
She read on tremblingly. She knew Bob 
nad been in the car, too. Yes, here it was. 
'The Assistant District Attorney had been 
injured—was now in the Blossom Hospital. 
He had seen the murderers. They had been 
in a black touring. He could positively 
identify Owney Gordon as the man who'd 
fired the fatal shots— 

Mary dressed in frantic hurry. Her face 
was terribly white. Her hands were trem- 
bling. Bob was injured. Was in the hospital. 

She went there at once. She stopped 
short in the doorway, her heart turning over 
and over, as she saw him in bed—his head 
covered in bandages. 

"Bob!" Her eves were dilating. "I just 
heard. I came at once. Oh, Bob, how badly 
hurt are you—?” 
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For a moment Bob did not speak. Then 
at last, he said, "Thanks." His voice was 
weak but very cool. He even tried to laugh. 
“You told me to keep those witnesses near 


me. I did" He laughed again—oh, so 
bitterly. “I should have guessed it was a 
trick—!” 


“Bob!” Mary’s voice carried all the hor- 
ror of what his words implied. “Bob, you 
don't think—You're not blaming me—" 
"Almost as much as the man who fired the 
shots." Bob said. He sneered. "But Gor- 
don's gone too far at last. This time we've 
gothim—" He stopped. He was glaring at 
her. “And now,” he added, “do me a favor. 
Get out of here!” 

Mary couldn't speak. Turning, she some- 
how managed to get out of the room. As 
she walked dazedly down the steps of the 
hospital a hard-faced thug sidled up and 
caught her arm. 

“This way, Miss Wentworth. 
wants you—!” 

Mary looked up. At the curb was a car, 
motor running. The curtains were pulled 
down. But she could see Owney Gordon 
through the open door. 


The boss 


HE car drove at once to a hide-a-away 

outside the city limits. Owney was 
desperate. Mary had to do something to 
help him or else— 

"You can kill me,” Mary insisted, her 
voice dull. "I don't care—" 

Owney had laughed at that. “What good 
would that do me," he said. A crafty look 
came into his face. “No, mouthpiece, there's 
only one way. Your friend Bob Mitchell 
will have to be fixed so he can't talk. He's 
the only witness—" 

Horror filled Mary's mind. She turned 
and looked helplessly at Gordon. “You 
mean you'd—kill him?" She knew the an- 
swer before he spoke. 

*Somethin' of the kind." 
was low. 

*Okay," Mary said, he could hardly hear 
her voice. “Okay, I'll do—what—I can—" 

The court room was crowded. Gordon, 
the whole city knew, had been turned over to 
the police—at Mary's insistence to him. It 
was a clever move. Her last trick she told 
herself. He was arrested in an automobile 
on Fifth Avenue during a police parade. It 
was sensational. The papers gave it five 
columns. When they learned the trick she 
had up her sleeve—Well, Mary smiled bit- 
terly to herself. She'd be disbarred. Dis- 
graced. But she had to save Bob. 

Bob himself was the only witness for the 
prosecution. During his testimony he never 
once even glanced at Mary. He treated her 
as if she didn't exist. How he hated her. 
She shuddered. He'd never love her again. 

When it was Mary's turn to present her 
case she made an announcement which elec- 
trified the court room. 

"[ will introduce but one witness," she 
said in ringing tones. I will not even use my 
own client in his own defense." She paused 
significantly. “With your Honor's permis- 
sion I will ask three questions from the 


Gordon's voice 


State's star witness —írom Mr. Robert 
Mitchell." 

There was a sudden dead silence. What 
was Mary Wentworth up to now? What 


brilliant trick was she about to penetrate? 
A buzz started to go through the room. 

The judge rapped with his gavel. “You 
may question Mr. Mitchell.” 

Bob, puzzled, took the stand. Some of 
the spectators wondered if Mary had gone 
crazy. What could she do? 

Her voice came again now. “Mr. Mitchell, 
you testified under oath that you saw the 
man who fired the shots resulting in the 
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death of District Attorney Mallon and two 
others ?" 

Bob nodded. "I did." 

"Is that man in this court room?” 

"Y es—I've already pointed him out." 

"Please point him out again!" Mary 
looked very pale now. Her moment was 
about to come. 

Bob pointed to the man who'd surrendered 
himself. “That is the man!" 

Mary nodded. “That is all, Mr. Mitchell, 
thank you.” She walked nearer the Judge’s 
bench. “Your Honor, the defense has in- 
troduced its one and only witn But be- 
fore I rest my case I would like to ask Mr. 
Owen Gordon, to step forward.” She turned, 
faced the court room. “Mr. Owen Gordon, 
step forward!” Her voice was commanding. 
The man who'd surrendered himself to the 
police didn't move—indeed, Mary wasn't 
looking in his direction at all. It was clear 
that she was addressing someone else. 

'The court room was buzzing again now. 
From the back of the room, pushing through 
the crowd, came Owen Gordon— the real 


Owen Gordon. Mary turned to the Judge 
and said in a loud, clear voice: 
“I call for a mistrial in the case of the 


State versus Owen Gordon. The State has 
been holding the wrong man. That man—" 
pointing to the man who'd surrendered him- 
self, “—is not Owen Gordon. This is the 
real Owen Gordon." 


Bob Mitchell looked incredulous. So did 
the Judge. 1t called for a mistrial. Had 
Mary Wentworth won yet again? Won in 


this cheap, unethical fashion by introducing 
a carefully made-up double for the guilty 
man ? 

The buzzing was much louder now. Owen 
Gordon was smiling. It looked like he was 
going to get free. 


“And this Owen Gordon—” Mary’s voice 
was even louder now. She was shouting to 
make herself heard above the din. “This 


Owen Gordon is the real murderer of Dis- 
trict Attorney Mallon, Herman Sturm and 
Henry Keys!" 

For a moment there was an amazed 
silence. Then Gordon leaped at Mary. “You 
double crossin' little—" he snarled. 

Burly policemen tore him from her. The 
court room was in an uproar. And Bob— 
Bob was smiling. Actually smiling, at 
her—! 

He came over to her, his hand out- 
stretched. It wasn't court room procedure, 
but for the moment Bob Mitchell had for- 
gotten court room procedure. 

"You've done for Gordon this time," he 
said, his voice excited. "And after gettinz 
a mistrial, too. What was the idea—why 
did you turn— ?" 

Mary was swaying. Her face was pale— 
but happy. "I felt the only safe place to 
turn him over to the police s in a court 
room," She whispered. "And moreover," 
she went on, “If I hadn't made some attempt 
to save him he would have killed you!" 

Bob had caught her hands now. "I never 
thought—" He stopped, too amazed to con- 
tinue for the moment. Then, "What a 
woman—” he added, his voice full of awe. 

Mary smiled up at him. “Just a woman 
from now on, Bob. I've lost my client's 
case. guess you were right. I guess I’m 
no good at law. Does that promise of mar- 
riage you gave me still hold good—" She 
smiled. “Or do I have to sue you for breach 
of promise?” 

He caught her arm and squeezed it. 
"Yowll do no suing,” he said. “Just as soon 
as we get out of this darned court room I'm 
going to tell you what I really think of you 

n going to tell you with a million 
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"Well, maybe," demures Jean Arthur 
to Gary Cooper's entreaty in Mr. 
Deeds Goes to Town 


MR. DEEDS GOES TO TOWN— 
AAAA—Gary Cooper and Jean Arthur 
ride the crest of a huge wave of grateful 
applause in this simply swell picture. 
Clarence Budington Kelland wrote the 
story from which the picture was produced, 
a fanciful comedy of a small town post card 
poet and tuba player, Gary Cooper. Gary 
inherits millions and goes to the city where 
a smart newspaper woman, Jean Arthur, 
exploits his unassuming nature to make 
newspaper headlines. A “don’t miss.”— 
Columbia. 


THE GREAT ZIEGFELD—AAAA— 
William Powell, Myrna Loy and Luise 
Rainer head the cast of this three-hour super- 
special. Essentially the biography of the 
famous Florenz Ziegfeld, one of the most 
astounding figures Broadway has’ ever 
known, this picture, replete with beautiful 
music, stirring and eye filling scenes, is the 
best picture of its type ever filmed. Ziegfeld 
it was who “glorified” the American girl in 
his Ziegfeld Follies, who married Billie 
Burke and Anna Held. Everyone will enjoy 
it—M-G-M. 


PETTICOAT FEVER—AAA—Robert 
Montgomery is a wireless operator in Lab- 
rador and, unexpectedly, host to Myrna Loy 
and Reginald Owen when their plane lands 
near his station. Myrna is engaged to Owen, 
but this doesn’t stop her from falling in love 
with Montgomery after much bickering. 
Events are complicated when Montgomery’s 
fiance lands unexpectedly and he inherits his 
uncle’s title in England. All members of the 
cast do well in this novel picture. An 
all around delightful comedy romance.— 
M-G-M. 


13 HOURS BY AIR—AAA—Fred Mac- 
Murray, as the airlines pilot who finds him- 
self falling in love with one of his pas- 
sengers (Joan Bennett) he suspects of being 
a jewel thief, has more than his hands full. 
He is faced with a snowstorm over the 
Rockies and a cargo of curious passengers, 
one of whom is determined the plane shall 
never reach its destination. There are thrills, 
comedy and romance in this fast moving 
picture which deals with the same situations 
as did Grand Hotel. That is, it concerns the 
fates of several people confined in a small 
area—this time an airplane.—Paramount. 


THE SINGING KID—AAA—AI Jol- 
son's best picture in a long time is this 
tuneful romance of Al as a famous Broad- 
way entertainer who loses his voice and then 
his money and his girl to Lyle Talbot, Al's 
business manager. Al finds new romance 


74 


DICKING 
the 


DICTURES 


A check list of the best of 
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A—Poor 


however, and the story is not as important 
here as is the music, dancing and singing. 
Claire Dodd plays one heart interest and 
Beverly Roberts the other. Little Sybil 
Jason turns in a grand performance and the 
crazy antics of the Yacht Club Boys will 
keep any audience hilariously entertained.— 
Warner Bros. 


SMALL TOWN GIRL—AAA—Janet 
Gaynor and Robert Taylor are teamed in 
this romance which assures Miss Gaynor’s 
return to stardom. She plays the part of a 
small town girl, so bored with her unevent- 
ful existence as to marry Robert Taylor, a 
stranger she met while returning from a 
football game. His parents are against the 
marriage, but agree appearances must be 
kept up for six months before a divorce 
will enable Bob to marry his former fiance, 
Binnie Barnes. Excellently done and sure 
to entertain. —M-G-M. 


THINGS TO COME—AAA—This 
English made picture produced under the 
personal direction of H. G. Wells, famous 
English author, is a revolutionary departure 
from accepted film channels. It endeavors 
to forecast possible world conditions from 


Joan Blondell, Warner Bros. star, rests 
in the sun after finishing Sons O 'Guns 
with Joe E. Brown 


"l'm not through," William Powell 
boasts to Myrna Loy, playing the part 
of Billie Burke in The Great Ziegfeld 


the year 1940 to 2036, and features almost 
complete world destruction. Chemical war- 
fare, revolutionary flying equipment and a 
political growth from our present govern- 
ment are pictured, as in a subterranean city. 
Photography and music are exceptional.— 
London Films-U. A. 


ROBIN HOOD OF EL DORADO— 
AAA—Warner Baxter plays the part of 
Joaquin Murrieta, a Mexican driven from 
his lands by early California settlers. In 
revenge he turns bandit, and indeed, Joaquin 
Murrieta was a badman to be reckoned with. 
Ann Loring and Margo play the two loves 
in Baxter's career. Although the film is 
tragic, it is spirited entertainment built on 
an authentic background and delivered with 
zest from first to final moment. Bruce Cabot 
and Eric Linden are good.—M-G-M. 


A MESSAGE TO GARCIA—AA— 
Wallace Beery's performance is outstanding 
in this thrill tinged melodrama developed 
from Elbert Hubbard’s classic essay. John 
Boles, as Rowan, is given McKinley's fa- 
mous message to Garcia. Boles falls in with 
Beery, who promises to lead him to his ob- 
jective. Barbara Stanwyck, a Cuban martyr's 
daughter, accompanies the two men on their 
trip through dangerous jungles. Treachery, 
torture and fights intervene before the mes 
sage finally reaches its destination—20th 
Century-Fox. 


SUTTER'S GOLD—AA—Edward Ar- 
nold and Binnie Barnes, fresh from triumphs 
in Diamond Jim, fall under the mark set by 
the previous film in this picture built around 
John Sutter, the man upon whose land gold 
was first discovered in California. Lee Tracy 
is another headliner in the cast, and while 
all members do the best possible with lines 
given them, the picture tends to drag. Jump- 
ing from Switzerland to New York to the 
Sandwich Islands to where California is 
today. Historically minded persons will 
enjoy this.—U niversal. 


EVERYBODY'S OLD MAN—AAY%— 
Irvin S. Cobb turns actor very creditably 
in this story of a man who has spent the 
better part of his life canning food and fight- 
ing his business rival. As the nephew who 
revolutionizes the canning business when 
Cobb goes on his vacation, Norman Foster 
is good in the best róle he has had for some 
time. Rochelle Hudson is beautiful and able. 
Michael Whalten, as Rochelle’s brother, 
turns in a good job in a film never intended 
to be "epic." Cobb brings down the house 
with the line, “I don't like my face either."— 
20th Century-Fox. 
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reason why you will become loyal to TATTOO once you have 
tried it. In the top circle you see how a tattooed lash is 
smoothly and evenly darkened from base to tip. Obvi- 
such lashes appear entirely natural.and.a thousand 
times more entrancing than lashes from which hang 
beady clods of lumpy mascara. a 


"TArroo's smoothness likewise makes TAT- 
TOO extremely easy to apply—far easier to 
apply than cake mascara. Simply whisk it 
on. Your very first try will yield a perfect Showiso how 
result. Instantly your lashes will become — "gere" 


would look under 


exotically dark; they will look twice their — "iem; 


the reason why 


Ordinary Mascara. 


tattooed lashes are 


real length, and will have a lovely, coaxing more alluring. 
curl. TATTOO is non-smarting—non-irritat- 

ing—and absolutely harmless. Tarroo your 

eyelashes once and you'll never go back to 
old-fashioned mascara. 

Black, Brown or Blue only 50c ... com- eene 

plete with brush in a smart, rubber-lined mascara Took The 
satin vanity . . . at all toilet goods counters. 


microscope 
rough, lumpy, 
unattractive. 


SEND COUPON FOR 30 DAY TUBE! 


TATTOO, 11 E. Austin Ave., Dept. F-50, Chicago 


10c enclosed. Please send 30 day tube TATTOO Cream Mascara 


ousl with brush. O Black O Brown O Blue (check color desired). 


Name. 


TATTOO CREAM MASCARA = A 


When you feel the desire to conquer.. 


ak 


1 ye 


. then let your lips be 
savagely red 
warmly moist 


tenderly soft 
> 


D 


SANAS: 


The highly indelible lipstick 


r 
F 
P k 
OEA 


You've Just Taken 
Another F light 
Through Time with 


Ofgital 
Pulp 


Preservation 


